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Editorial Statement
In this issue of The Bridge we bring you two reminiscences: one regarding life in Denmark in the latter part of the
nineteenth century and one from northeastern Montana in
the first quarter of this century. We also introduce you to a
(perhaps) little known Danish American whose scientific
contributions were important to the economic development
of American agriculture. The final two articles deal with
Louis Pio, and his daughter Sylvia, and provide some new
insights into life in early twentieth century Chicago. Also
included are reviews of two books we believe will be of
interest to those of you interested in Danish immigration and
Danish cultural characteristics.
The "Memories from Childhood and Early Youth" of
Andrea Blichfeldt Smith was sent to us by her nephew, Peter
Thomsen. It is a delightful reminiscence of growing up in
Denmark in the last quarter of the nineteenth century.
Shortly after it was submitted, Alma Stark, Andrea's
daughter and the translator of the article wrote to us. She
says that her mother "soon went to Omaha and became a
Union Pacific Harvey house girl (remember Judy
Garland?)." There is undoubtedly another good story of her
life in America.
Ove Nielsen of Dipping Springs, Colorado, sent us the
"Memories and Autobiography of Jens Lind" which he received from Peter Petersen, now of Colorado Springs. The
autobiography was published in an abbreviated form in a
county historical book Sheridan's Daybreak (1970). It
presents an interesting tale of life and people in northeastern
Montana in the first several decades of this century.
Harald Jensen has given us two articles about an
important Danish American scientist. First, we have a
wonderful description of the activities and contributions of
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"Niels E. Hansen: Plant Explorer." Hansen's work with
alfalfa and other plants made a significant contribution to
the agricultural development of the northern Great Plains. In
addition, Jensen has contributed his translation of J.
Christian Bay's memorial to Niels Hansen which appeared in
the December 13, 1950 issue of Dannevirke.
"A Danish Socialist in Chicago" is a study of Louis Pia's
life in Chicago. The writer, Professor George Nielsen, traces
Pia's residences and places of employment during his years
in Chicago from 1877 until his death in 1894. Nielsen believes that by so doing he can demonstrate how Pio "made
adjustments and altered his goals" as he accommodated himself to the immigrant experience. This article will also
appear, in Danish, in a forthcoming issue of the periodical,

Arbejderhistorie.
John Christianson writes that "while I was on sabbatical
leave (in Denmark) Kristian Hvidt told me about a series of
radio programs he was preparing on Sylvia Pio, daughter of
Louis Pio, the founder of Danish Socialism. He showed me a
very interesting letter by Sylvia, describing her father's life as
a political exile in Chicago . I suggested he write an introduction to the letter and (I) promised to translate and edit
both for submission to The Bridge." We thought it was
something that our readers would find interesting.
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Contributors to This Issue
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the pastor for that parish and a friend of Jens Lind.
George Nielsen is professor of history at Concordia College,
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Gerald Rasmussen is President of the Danish American
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Andrea Blichfeldt Smith (1869-1945) grew up in Denmark
and lived many places in the United States after immigrating
in 1889. She spent her last 24 years in Los Angeles. She wrote
her "Memories ... " in 1936 at the request of her daughter
Alma Stark. Rev. Peter Thomsen, retired, submitted the
story to The Bridge.
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Memories From Childhood
and Early Youth
by ANDREA BLICHFELDT SMITH
Translated by her daughter, Alma K. Stark
Introduction by Peter D. Thomsen
The story which follows was translated from the Danish
language shortly after it was written around 1937. The
original manuscript , written in longhand on scraps of
brown-bag paper, no longer exists. On the typewritten copy
of my cousin's translation, however, she writes: "Mother
wrote this at my request." Today, at age 95, Alma Stark
lives at 14801 Sherman Way, Van Nuys, California. She
corresponds regularly with me and has been very helpful in
my quest for genealogical information.
Anyone interested in Danish social history will find in
Andrea Smith's story a description of what life was like in
rural Denmark, for one family at least, during the late 1800s.
Andrea Blichfeldt Smith was born near Laven, Jutland,
Denmark, November 19, 1869. Her parents were Peder
Jesper Sorensen and Karen nee Blichfeldt. Sometime around
1889 Andrea emigrated to the United States and established
herself for a brief time at Dannebrog, Nebraska, where her
brother, Henrik Blichfeldt, lived. A few years later he moved
to Rawlins, Wyoming.
In 1893, at the Danish Church in Omaha, Andrea
married Ferdinand Michael Smith whose original home was
Rudk0bing, Langeland, Denmark. The name Smith doesn't
sound very Danish, but Ferdinand's ancestors were from
England. They settled in Denmark and never changed their
name. Juliane Christiane, Ferdinand Smith's sister, was
Pastor K. C. Bodholdt's second wife. Thus, through many
years, the Smith and Bodholdt families were very close.
In 1922, having lived in several different communities -9-

east, midwest, and west - the Smiths moved to Los Angeles
where they lived out the remainder of their lives - Uncle
Ferdinand at his painter's trade, Aunt Andrea as his faithful
wife. Besides their daughter, Alma, they had two sons Johannes Georg, and Harold. Johannes, also called George,
died in 1979. Harold, at this writing (Feb. 7, 1989), is still
living. At age 82, he resides with his wife, Dorothy, in
Evergreen, Colorado.
When Kirstine and I were married in January 1945, we
settled first in Los Angeles where, until we could find an
apartment of our own, we stayed with Aunt Andrea. She
was then a widow. During the three months we lived with
her we found her to be hospitable, well read, a good story
teller, strong willed, and, strangely enough, in some ways
less Danish than we ourselves. Nevertheless, every evening
that winter we read for her in Danish a portion from Rev.
Bodholdt's book - Paa Prairien i Nybyggertiden. She
enjoyed it immensely, having known so many of the people
and places mentioned in this book. (Originally published in
1916 in the Danish language, it was later translated by Thorvald Hansen under the title Pioneer Days On the Prairie,
copyright 1980 by Grand View College, Des Moines, Iowa
50316.)
Unexpectedly, in August, 1945, Aunt Andrea died.
Although I was not yet ordained, I spoke at her funeral. So
did the minister of the Congregational Church to which she
belonged.
Besides Henrik, her brother, three of Andrea's sisters
emigrated to the United States. Each came separately around
the turn of the century. Dorthea, known to everyone in my
family as Tante Dora, became Mrs. Fred Howe of Adrian,
Michigan. Tante Anne came next and spent most of her life
in Chicago where she met and married Harry Andersen.
Marie, my mother, arrived in 1904. A few years later she met
and married my father, Axel Thomsen. They lived their first
few years together in Marinette, Wisconsin. Then, they
crossed the river and established themselves in Menominee,
Michigan, which is where I was born.
Peter Thomsen
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Andrea's Story
One often amuses oneself by recollecting one's first childhood impressions. The first thing I remember is sitting on a
stool at mother's feet. "Why does Anna lie so still?" I asked.
"She has gone up to our Lord," mother said, "and will be
one of his angels."
This must have made quite an impression, because I
remember little else until sometime later when our local
school teacher paid us a visit. I stood at his knee with my
slate and wrote letters and numbers. After he left, father said
to mother: "Did you notice, mother? The teacher erased his
letters and rewrote them, which is more than Andrea did."
This greatly amused them. Of course, I was not very critical.
At the beginning of their life together things were not at
all easy for my parents. Both had been married before and
had been left a widow and widower. Mother had two small
children - Anna, already mentioned, who died at age
seven, and Henrik. He was four years older than I.
(Incidentally, when mother's first husband died, she took
back her family name - Blichfeldt.)
I have a mental picture of the farm and first house we
lived in. When father and mother married they bought this
small (20 acre) farm which lay in what was then called
"Linaa Mark." A famous road ran through it. It was called
"Skanderborgvej" and was used by the soldiers in the war of
1864 when Denmark lost a portion of her land to Germany.
That part of our farm which lay to the north of our house
had very poor soil, but to us children it spelled romance.
Around it we built castles in the air. About half way up to
our borderline was a small swamp. We called it "elvekaer."
To us children this was where the elf woman did her
brewing. Fog rose and hung over the swamp every morning,
especially in the summertime when we came into the field to
move the sheep and cattle. When we asked mother what
caused the fog, she answered with a twinkle in her eye: "The
elf woman brews at night, and she never gets her fires put
-11-

out in time." How our minds then soared! We were not at all
superstitious.
On the farm side of the north field lay a hill. It stands out
in my memory as a thing of mystery. The hours we children
spent digging there cannot be numbered. We looked for
hidden treasures. We dug for stone vessels which we believed
had been buried there along with their owners, way back in
the stone age.
From the top of our hill we could see far and wide. We
often met with our playmates there, but as the years went by
father put a stop to this. "It is not right," he said, "to trample
the seed planted around the hill."
Near the hill lay a large stone. When I was little, the
width of it lay even with the ground. Everyone who knew
about it speculated as to whether or not it could be dug up
and used as a monument. Once, in Denmark, a search was
made for a stone to be used as an appropriate monument for
some great man. It was to be used on "Himmelbjerget"
(Heaven's Mount) - the highest point in Denmark. Father
said those interested could have our stone, but they would
have to move it themselves. When they realized they would
have to move it half-a-mile to the nearby lake ("Juls0en"),
then across the strait and up the shore another half-mile,
they gave up the idea.
As the years passed, the stone seemed to rise out of the
earth. I sometimes wish I could once again return to see my
hill and stone, if it is still there. Childhood days, how
beautiful you are!
Our neighbor, Anton H0g, had a good sized peat bog
across from our hill. When I was little, someone, perhaps a
wanderer, inadvertently set fire to this bog. The fire
penetrated deep into the earth. For weeks the neighbors
attempted to extinguish it. It has since been drained and is
now a grassy meadow. It usually takes years for a bog to
grow anything, the earth being too acid and heavy.
Where we lived every neighbor had his bog. From these
we dug peat for winter fuel, and father, it was said, had the
best bog in the community. He was offered contracts for
deliveries to schools and other public places. One year he
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was prevailed upon to accept a certain contract, but he
changed his mind. "No," he said, "I cannot take this order. "
"But why not, " he was asked, "when you have so much
of it?"
His answer was: "I have not the right. It belongs to future
generations. " That was father all over.
Perhaps you would be interested in learning the process
by which peat is prepared for fuel. First, it is dug out of the
bog and dumped into a pit. Here, men with wooden shoes
tromp and knead it into a slick mass. It is then taken by the
wheelbarrow load to frames that are divided into sixteen
brick-size compartments and poured into these. After three
or four days the bricks are dry enough to set on edge. Later,
having dried a little more, they are set in rows and stacked
like wood. This was our job, as children . Father said children
didn't know what a back was, but having to stack these
heavy bricks we thought we knew all right. They made good
fuel, similar to coal. In fact, peat is an early form of coal.
Many memories crowd to the front , but they are
confused and unrelated. A few stand out.
The holes left from digging peat were many feet deep.
Often we lay on the ground, our heads hanging over the
edge, watching our father at work. Sometimes a full grown
tree would be found lying lengthwise in the peat. When this
happened we children were overcome with excitement. I do
not remember that our numerous questions concerning this
were answered, but we talked it over among ourselves and
decided these trees had come during the time of the biblical
flood. How we dreamed and fantasized! Not a bad pasttime
for a child, I think.
Another memory I have centers around the peat bog. The
twins in our family , Anne and Soren, who were maybe four
or five , were sent to the bog with lunch for the men. We
older children were in school. Mother watched them from
her window. Now, it so happened father was working in a
deep hole a few yards away from some old holes which were
filled with water. Soren came too close to the edge of one of
these and fell in head first. Father heard the splash and was
there in a few moments. He was about to jump in after Soren
-13-

when for the third time he rose to the top. Father grabbed
him, worked over him, and finally brought him to . Then, he
carried him home. For a long time thereafter this was a topic
of conversation in our home.
There was another time the bog nearly claimed one of
ours for its victim. Henrik, my oldest brother, had been sent
by my father on an errand. He was given strict instructions
to go the long way around the bog and not across it, as we
had just had a big rain . At such a time it was dangerous,
particularly at night. A little later we heard a commotion
outside. It was a neighbor bringing Henrik home . He had
disobeyed and had begun to sink into the slimy depths of the
bog. His cries attracted the attention of the neighbor who
came to his rescue. All his life Henrik was reminded of the
time he tried to go swimming in his wooden shoes.
The timbered house in which we lived stands out clearly
in my thoughts. It was a very long house with lovely
windows to the east and south. In the windows were a great
number of potted plants - pinks, roses, and lady slippers.
To this day it has puzzled me how mother was able to coax
from these plants such beautiful blossoms. They filled the
room with their delicate perfume .
During the 1870s this long house in which we lived was
divided into four compartments. First came the living
quarters. Second, the workshop where father made wooden
shoes. Third was the storehouse or granary, and last were
the cattle stalls. The part in which we actually lived was one
large room. Here we ate and slept. In the north wall was a
door which opened to the kitchen a few steps below. In front
of the open fire place lay an immense flat stone. All our food
was cooked over an open fire. It was never allowed to go
out. At night ashes were raked over the coals to keep them
alive until morning. There was also a pantry with tubs of
salted pork, large pans of milk, and bottles and bottles of
home brewed beer. We seldom drank water, as it contained a
peat bog flavor.
Outside, in a small house, was our baker oven. I remember very early in life carrying rye bread. The loaves weighed
eighteen pounds each. Every three weeks we baked twelve to
-14-

fourteen of these huge loaves, and a few loaves of white
bread besides.
Under one window in our living room stood a long bench
which opened up at night to make a bed for some of us. A
smaller but similar bed stood at an angle across the corner.
Under the other window was another bed, repeating this
arrangement, and along the west wall was still another. A
large four cornered heating stove quickly warmed up our
living quarters. In the remaining corner stood a clock with
lead weights which gave a startling 'tunk' when the clock ran
down.
In the center of our living room was a large table and
some chairs. There was a lower chair on which mother sat
with the little ones. (It seemed to me there were always little
ones.) We children sat on foot stools. There was always a
cradle, and, as the oldest girl had to be the nursemaid, I was
forever lugging a child. It is a wonder this didn't stunt my
growth. "When I grow up," I thought to myself, "I will not
take care of another child."
Ellen, the first of four sisters to come after me, was quiet
and well behaved, not lively as I was. Then came Dorthea,
beautiful sister Thea. Then the twins, Anne and Soren.
When they arrived father decided he must have larger
quarters for his family.
Our neighbor lady, Hannah H0g, was in the habit of
frequently visiting us. She liked to tease father, because he
had no son. "Per," she would say, "when are you going to
get that boy? It's a shame to have only girls and no boy."
Father very dryly would always answer her: "When the
twins arrive I shall name them after my father and mother."
Perhaps he had a premonition; perhaps he made an
educated guess. There had been twins in the family. At any
rate, the pair arrived one winter morning. On the day of
their arrival we children were sent to Aunt Marie's nearby.
The next day, I remember, was a wintry day. We waded
home in deep snow. Hannah met us at the door. "You have a
new brother and sister," she said, "what more could you
wish?" She was always jolly. "You must be good children
and not make too much noise."
-15-

One winter I had a light case of scarlet fever. All would
have been well, but one day I sat by an open window, got
chilled, and suffered a set back. Other than recurrent throat
trouble, however, I was unusually strong as a child. Ellen,
on the other hand, caught everything that came along.
When the twins came there was terrible commotion.
They screamed night and day. Besides, mother acquired an
infection in her fingers. I remember that winter well. Mother
was not one to complain. She was strong of body and strong
of character. Her purposeful road lay ahead. There was no
turning off on by-paths.
It probably should be said here that to Ellen, the dependable one, went the old homestead. All of us in the family
agreed she should have it. She in turn was to care for mother
all her days. Ellen's husband, Severin Nielsen, hit it off
rather well with mother who was a bit loud of voice. She was
not backward about speaking her piece or voicing an
opinion on almost any matter. When my youngest sister,
Marie, returned from a trip to Denmark in 1924 she said to
me: "It would have amused you, as it did me, to come upon
mother and Ellen discussing simple household duties. A
stranger would think they had come to blows about something, but it was merely their way."
Father had learned a trade in his youth, and, in addition
to his regular farm work, as his family increased, he found it
necessary to again take up his trade. This trade was fashioning wooden shoes. All the farmers wore them for their work,
and father really knew how to make them. He was an
excellent workman. Early in the morning, before breakfast,
he and a helper would chop out blocks for eight to ten pair of
shoes. After breakfast, each of these blocks was hollowed
out smoothly. Then, in the evening, the shoes were brought
into the house where we all sat around the kerosene round
burner and watched. Here father and his helper worked until
after nine o'clock smoothing and whittling the outer surface
of the shoes. Later, they were put in an open fireplace
chimney to be smoked. Then, they were bound into bundles
with a straw-like rope. Each bundle contained twenty pair.
A dealer would call for them and take them to the city to be
-16-

finished. The fire that smoked the shoes would often do
double duty. Here we also smoked hams, sausage, and other
meat. Saturdays and Sundays were free days in father's
workshop. On those days nothing was done that did not
have to be done.
Father's first helper was Karl, a young fellow from north
Jutland. He was our friend. We begged him to play with us,
and he was always willing. He taught us to sing and dance.
After a hard day's work he would pick up his violin and
teach us the waltz, the polka, and the mazurka. I can see him
yet, laughing, perspiring, almost winded, but always game.
Father and mother never interfered. Karl had come well
recommended. During the three years he was with us his
mother often wrote to father to ask about him.
I probably was seven years old when I started going to
school in Linaa (near Silkeborg). My teacher was Miss
Verner. There were six of us who learned from her our first
lessons in numbers and writing. We learned to read, too, and
to sew a seam.
We really lived closer to the school in Laven, but to get
there we had to cross field and meadow, as there was no
road. Our home lay on the boundary. Several families were
dissatisfied with this arrangement and were of the opinion
we should belong to the nearer school. Eventually, we did,
but it took time and adjustment.
It should be mentioned that, before this time, father
started to interest himself in civic affairs. He attended district
meetings and sought to gain legislation that would benefit his
neighborhood. This was how he sought and managed to
change the school boundary lines. In the summer time it was
great fun to go cross country to the Laven school, even if we
did get wet feet, but sometime in winter it was nigh
impassable.
In the Laven school, until I was nine, I had the renowned
E. Egeberg as teacher. I remember once he took me into his
rooms and dried my stockings. How we all loved him! He
started at this time to write and later wrote many novels. I
met him again in 1899 while visiting Denmark.
The twins were not yet walking when father borrowed
-17-

4,000 crowns from the Farmers Credit Association to build a
new house, barn, workshop, etc. When construction began
in earnest, Ellen and I were put in charge of the twins.
During school hours a young girl was hired to help, but
when we came home from school the job was ours. It was a
race between Ellen and me to see whose charge, Anne or
Soren, would take the first steps. I don't remember the outcome, but Soren told me later that many times I was a stern
nurse. He said I pulled his ears and hair. Years later, when
there was talk of my leaving America for Denmark, he wrote
me saying he was prepared. His hair was shorn! Perhaps, as
he grew older, I did rough him up a bit. For, as I've already
said, as the oldest girl in the family I often had to assume
command. Sometimes, in the evening, I was made responsible for the whole flock.
One day when father and mother went to the city (Silkeborg), I was put in charge. I was very proud of the honor.
We children played awhile. Then, I had a happy idea. I
would clean house while mother was gone. I ordered the
children to sit quietly in a row. Then I swept, dusted,
polished, and moved the furniture about. To the cries of the
children I turned a deaf ear. The music in my ear would be
when mother returned, and she would tell Aunt Marie:
"Andrea had the children and house clean and in absolute
order."
Another day, when our parents went to church, we children conducted our own service at home. We took turns
being minister and congregation. We were careful not to do
this when mother was around, for she taught us not to hold
lightly things that were holy. The Bible was handled
reverently. Even the little ones knew enough not to touch it.
We had a deep respect for the church, too. Even playing
church was carried on in a serious manner.
Mother taught us to say the Lord's Prayer and another
little prayer which her mother taught her. She also taught us
to sing "Klokken slar, ti den gar" (Bells are heard far and
near IT olling: eternity is here), and there were other songs
she taught us to sing. We older ones taught the younger
ones. They could pray and sing long before they could
-18-

plainly talk. Little Anne's voice was especially lovely, clear
as sunshine . . It was a bit of a wonder to hear her.
We had but a few toys - some shiny pictures, mostly
Bible story pictures, a few pasteboard dolls with paper
gowns and hats, and transfer pictures still seen now and then
today. As for sweets, occasionally the grocer filled a
cornucopia with candy and gave it to us. Otherwise, no one
even thought of such a thing.
Of course, there was nothing to keep us from the age-old
games of playing house, going to market, and school, just as
children today play these games. We also spent many hours
singing and dancing about the room. We turned our stools
over and played wagon, on the floor. We imagined taking
long trips. What a racket we must have made! What iron
nerves mother must have had! It's no wonder she had to
speak loudly.
During the summer we were outdoors a lot. We had a
large garden. There were two kinds of cherry trees. There
were plum and apple trees, too. We almost had an immense
elderberry bush . Its branches touched the ground. Underneath we had a natural playhouse. On Sundays, when our
family had guests, we played in the granary where father had
put up a swing.
As soon as we were old enough, we were given work to
do. We moved cattle and sheep. We helped in the harvest.
There was plenty to do. Still, we were not overburdened.
Between jobs we found time to play and to quarrel. Sometimes we came to blows. Then, mother would appear:
"Children, children," she would say, "try to get along
together. There may come a day when you will be far apart
and be unable to enjoy each other." How often these words
have come back to me!
Now and then we got the best of mother, but father never! One look from him and we were ready to crawl into a
hole. Occasionally mother had to use "Mr. Erik," which is
what she called the switch that lay across the bedroom doorsill.
Christmas in our home was festive for children and
grown-ups alike . Preparations started more than a week
-19-

before Christmas. We brewed, we baked, and we butchered.
We made "julekage" (Christmas cake), "s0ster kage" (sister
cake), and "pebbern0dder" (peppernuts - a hard spice
cookie about the size of an oyster cracker). From the pig that
father butchered we made "leverpostej" (liver pate'),
"medisterp0lse" (pork sausage seasoned the Danish way),
and head cheese. We also salted a lot of pork. Yes, the Danes
know how to prepare for the Christmas feast.
From the church tower on Christmas Eve the chimes rang
out - the signal for all preparations to cease. Our long table
was covered with festive white cloths and laden with the
week's wonders. Each of us took his or her place. Then,
father would take the Bible and read from it the Christmas
gospel. After that came the feast followed by "cebleskiver" (a
ball shaped egg pancake), "ceblekage" (applecake) with
whipped cream, and sweet beer. Then we sang not one, but
all the Christmas hymns. Last, for the peppernuts, we played
cards - "sorteper" (the Danish equivalent of Old Maid).
When the evening was over and we started for bed, mother
would say: "How deeply I wish all good folks on earth could
have enough to eat, a warm bed as we have, and be without
need! Often, she must have expressed this thought and sent
it forth not only to "all good folks" but to her scattered
children. When mother died (in 1927) she was almost 90
years of age.
I often think of Christmas Eve in our simple home so long
ago. There was such a strong feeling of security, comfort,
and peace. One loses some of this after leaving the fold. As
Jens Baggesen says in his song (Der var en tid, da jeg var
meget lille):
They vanished, they vanished
The blithe days of childhood!
And with them my peace, my carefreeness, too;
Now there is left but memories, memoriesGod, let me never, never forget them!
While building our new house (in 1881) father decided to
board and room the workmen. There perhaps would be eight
or nine of them for two or three months. Father thought this
would be a saving, but he was mistaken. Fortunately, we
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had real neighbors in those days. The H0gs, Anton and
Hannah, lived one hundred steps from our house. Hannah
had counted them so often. They made room for all to sleep
in Anton's shop. I slept with Hannah's hired girl. They had
no children. Their house was large. Mother cooked in the
brewery. In about a month's time the granary was finished in
the new house. The men ate there. Then the workshop was
finished, then the stable. Mother cooked in the shop. What a
lot of work there must have been! Besides, another child was
on the way.
We built in the spring, and in August Marie was born.
That summer there was a drought. Even the wells which had
just been dug became dry. The old house lay below the hill,
but the new one now faced the famous "Skanderborgvej"
(Skanderborg roadway). Mother carried water from the old
house, a yoke across her shoulders, a pail hanging on each
side. The distance was perhaps the same as six city blocks
today. But all things have an end. Finally, the living room
was finished, the drought ended, and on father's birthday,
August 21, we held a great house warming. A fat sheep was
butchered. We stewed, and we cooked, and we baked. All
the neighbors helped. Yet, even then, mother was dead tired.
Three days later little Marie arrived. From that time on I
milked three cows, three times a day. Ellen, too, had to
work. I was twelve years old.
Our uncle, Erhard Blichfeldt, was with us that summer.
He bought us our first cook stove. It came in three parts and
had sides of iron, an oven, and plates for the top. For twenty
years it served the family. We were very proud of it. It was
one of the first cook stoves in the neighborhood. Uncle made
a cement wall on one side where things could be kept warm.
In the new house we now had elbow room - a living
room with a round "kakkelovn" (wood stove heater), a long
bedroom that held three beds, a guest room where father's
hired helper slept, and in the living room there were benches
that could fold out into beds in the event of company. We
had a kitchen, of course, and a milk house, a pantry, and a
brewery - a very necessary room where we brewed and
baked. The bake oven was in the center of the house at the
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end of the long hallway that led from the outside door.
When we baked, the oven walls warmed the living room.
The house was composed of three sections enclosing a
court. On the open side lay a garden, and in front of that the
open road. Our living quarters faced the road. On one side
of the court lay the workshop and stable. Across from it lay
the granary. The roadway out front swarmed with people
and carts going to market and church. We were never lonesome.
The twins loved to play in the roadway ditch. I can see
them now, always together. Anne was the leader. If anyone
asked - what do they call you two? - "We are Soren and
Anne," she answered quickly.
One day when they were playing in the ditch Anton
H0g' s horse ran away and jumped the ditch right where the
children were playing, his hoof lacerating Soren's leg. There
was an uproar before Anton caught the horse, gathered up
the child, and raced him to the doctor. It took the leg a long
time to heal, but finally it was as good as ever.
Father now had a new helper named Hans, and I shall
soon tell you a bit more about him. First, though, let me
explain that about this time father was on the district
council. He also became active in the cooperative movement
for which Denmark later became famous. In our community
there was a co-op creamery, a co-op sick benefit society, and
a co-op young people's and lecture society.
It may interest you to know how our cooperative
creamery worked. The farmers met once a year to elect a
chairman, a treasurer, and a secretary. Anton H0g was
treasurer of our co-op. All milk was collected once a day and
brought to the creamery. When the butterfat was removed,
the skim milk was returned. Payment was made every fourteen days. At the end of the year, if there was a profit, the
proceeds were divided equally among all members.
Our district was farmed by large and small farmers. Four
of the larger tax paying farmers, and three of the smaller
ones, were elected to the district council every three years.
Being one of them, father represented the small farmers. As a
rule, they were afraid to open their mouths. Not so father!
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He had one or two ideas as to how things should be done,
and he went after them one at a time. For example, there was
the poor house. Its management mistreated the residents.
Before presenting it to the council, father quietly gathered his
evidence. Subsequently, the manager was fired and another
took his place. Life was made more pleasant for the poor.
When no other way could be found to stop father, those
who didn't like him tried making him look ridiculous. A
certain director, for instance, was using public funds to run a
chicken farm. He pocketed the profits. When father sought
to stop this he was called "H1z1nseper" (chicken-Peter). He
didn't mind, and folks soon dropped the derogatory name.
Even though they really were self-supporting, a good
many people, it seems, chose relief in the poor house. Again,
father sought action and had them expelled. The mother to
Hans, father's helper, was one of these. As it turned out,
however, once Hans learned his trade he and his mother
were as well off as many.
Father was one of a committee of two to conduct school
examinations. in this way he became closely connected with
the teachers and ministers. Pastor F. V. Viberg, who was one
of them, was of an age with father. He conducted the burial
when father died. "It would be Peder Sorensen's funeral," he
said, "that should be my last. He was a man I knew well and
whose work has been connected with mine. He was an
honest man who could not be corrupted. God bless every
good remembrance we have of him." Pastor Viberg baptized
all of us children, and I was glad to see him one more time
when I was grown and married and home on a visit. I recall
how in church he would walk up and down the long aisle,
lean over the pew, hand to his ear, as if to say: are you
singing?
Nearly all Danes are Lutheran. Therefore, when I was
fifteen, I was confirmed. In the town schools, besides the
rudiments of reading, writing, and arithmetic, we
memorized Martin Luther's Small Catechism. In addition,
Bible stories were told to us every day. Then, when we were
ready for confirmation, we went up to the pastor for a year
or so, to review the catechism and our Bible stories. Here,
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too, we learned hymns. I think I memorized more than 90.
What a joy it has been to pick up a hymn book at any point
in almost any Danish church gathering and sing without a
book.
Denmark offers adult education to all who wish it. The
cost for this, however, does not include clothes, board, and
room. I worked and saved for three years and, with father's
help, was able to attend a Danish folk school when I was a
little past seventeen and a few months. It was called "Aalle"
and was located 16-17 km west of Horsens. There were but
two in the country that, at this time, had a winter course for
girls. These winter months became as a ray of light to me.
Here we learned to find ourselves. We had mostly spokenword lectures. Denmark is renowned for this "living word"
method of teaching - through the ear. We learned to listen!
Our curriculum included history, geography, literature,
Scandinavian mythology, singing, fine sewing, gymnastics,
and, of course, morning and evening devotions.
At the folk school I attended each of us brought her own
bedding and found a "sl0f" (room mate). There were three
beds to each room. Breakfast was at seven, dinner at twelve,
We took turns clearing tables and doing the dishes . At six we
had our evening meal, and at nine o'clock, with a piece of
cake, there was tea. Evening devotions followed, and all
were in bed by ten . If we wished to go out, we had to leave
word with the proctor.
A year later I was in America where I joined my older
brother, Henrik. Here again, on American soil, I was able to
attend a similar Danish folk school at Elk Horn, Iowa, where
Pastor Kristian Anker was the president. Somehow, it was
different, probably because we "greenhorns" had to learn
English, but what a joy it was! Here I found lifetime friends. I
can still see a group of girls coming down the street singing
heartily at eventide, or quietly sitting under the trees talking,
laughing, playing, always supervised - here one with a
mouth organ, there another with a violin. Everywhere there
were students - about the building, in the pathways, or
lying around in the dormitory rooms. I had a private room
until I found a friend who was a Danish "ferieskole"
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(vacation school) teacher. Here name was Johanne Nielsen.
She later went back to Denmark and died there a victim of
tuberculosis. Across the hall from me was Anna Rasmussen,
a young girl of sixteen, who sometime later became Mrs.
N. P. Gravengaard. Her husband is now a Lutheran pastor
in Los Angeles.
The memory of all this is as yesterday, a spring of golden
memories.

This family picture of Ferdinand Michael Smith and Andrea
Blichfeldt Smith and children Alma Katrine and Johannes Georg,
was taken in 1896 while on a visit to Silkeborg.
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Memories and Autobiography
of Jens Lind
I don't know if I can write anything that will read any
different from thousands of other immigrants that came to
make their home in the U.S.A.
The reason I came was mostly because of economic
conditions. Another was adventure and restlessness which
many young people suffer from in our days, too.
I was born close to the east coast in Jutland, Denmark,
September 30, 1892. We were eight in the family: our
parents, three brothers and three sisters and, of course, poor
as church mice, like thousands of others.
When I was ten years old I was hired out to a farmer . He
was a poor manager and I was the only hired help he had or
could afford. My wages for a year were room and board,
two pounds of wool and all the wooden shoes I could wear
out. The shoes were a small item in the summertime as I
always went barefoot. The food was not too bad. But my
room was something else again: a little six by eight foot
corner partitioned off in the horse and cow barn with no outside ventilation. But it was nice and warm in the winter.
Working conditions on the farms in those days were not
good.
We didn't have much religion in our home, but Mother
insisted that we learn the Lord's Prayer. At that time I
thought the part of the Lord's Prayer where we ask, "Give us
this day, Our daily bread" was very important. If he would
take care of that part we would be all right. I never knew any
of the working-class people to attend church except to have
another baby baptized or a child confirmed. And the church
didn't do anything to help.
It was compulsory to have Bible study in the public
school. By the time I was fourteen and confirmed, I thought
if I knew and tried to obey the Ten Commandments I could
get by okay.
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When I was seventeen I started as an apprentice in the
bricklayer and plasterer's trade. That was another three
years of little earnings. The last year of my apprenticeship I
worked in one of the biggest cities in Denmark. There I
learned a lot of things that didn't belong to the bricklayer's
trade. In my teens I had gotten pretty well acquainted with
"John Barley Corn" and had a lot of bouts with him. But I
was afraid of girls. I saw too many examples of where boys
and girls and a few bottles of wine ended up with a
pregnancy and marriage or an illegitimate child and I was
not ready for that. A little rhyme says "Candy is dandy, but
liquor is quicker," and that was true in Denmark also.
When I was twenty years old I got my certificate as a
bricklayer and started to earn big money, but also spent it as
fast as I made it. That fall and winter I worked on the
railroad with a lot of other bums doing hard work for very
little pay.
In the spring of 1914 my older brother offered to loan me
enough money for a ticket to America, "the land that flows
with milk and honey." A few years later I heard another
name for America that fits equally well. That was from a
soldier in a hospital in Paris who had both legs amputated
above the knees and was being sent home to the States.
When they wheeled him out of the ward he waved to us and
said, "Goodbye boys, I'm going back to the land of ham and
eggs."
My cousin, Ingemann Jensen, who had emigrated the
year before I did, wrote and sent me an address in Antelope,
Montana. I left Denmark without much regret except a sad
farewell to my mother, brothers and sisters. My father had
passed away a few years before.
I had a friend who had learned the blacksmith trade. We
had roomed and boarded together one winter. He also
decided to emigrate to America . The blacksmiths in Denmark were considered to be strong men from swinging
the big hammer all day long. I felt I was in good company
with him and we left Denmark on the same ship. From
Copenhagen we boarded a brand new steamship, "King
Frederik," one of the ships on the Scandinavian American
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Steamship line. Most of the passengers were Scandinavians
so we understood each other and the sailors were Danes.
The biggest attraction when we came to New York was
that big friendly lady with the torch, ''The Statue of
Liberty," who welcomes everybody, whether you come from
Skid Row or a castle. I think the Statue of Liberty should be
included as one of the seven man-made wonders of the
world.
After leaving the King Frederik, all the immigrants were
put on a little boat to Ellis Island for a final screening. That
place you could compare to a big hopper into which all
were put, coming out on a screen, sifted, and those of us that
could fall through were supposed to be good enough for the
melting pot that has made America. Maybe it wasn't all good
that went through the screen, but if you were young and
looked healthy, that was the most important. You were
supposed to have twenty-five dollars to sustain you until
you found work. But if you had a ticket to as far west as
Antelope, Montana, I believe they would let you through
with twenty-five cents.
On the ship coming over we exchanged our Danish
money for American money. I had a little over fifteen
dollars. I had three five-dollar gold pieces. The inspector that
checked me thought, for sure, I had been gypped and given
three new pennies. When he saw they were real he swore and
said in Danish "You can soon eat that up before you get to
Montana." On Ellis Island my blacksmith friend and I
parted. I never saw him again.
When I came to Antelope, Montana, Thomas Sundsted
was there to meet me. I was glad he was a Dane and could
understand what I said. By that time I was in need of food,
shelter, and a few friends. I found all of it when Thomas
took me to his home where a sister, Katrina, and two older
brothers, Erik and Anton, also had their home.
Here I want to say I wish I could express my feeling as to
what Thomas' friendship has meant to me for over a period
of more than fifty years. He was like an older brother,
always willing to overlook my mistakes and reach out a
helping hand when needed. Now he has gone to his rewards
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Between them , they had about twenty girls of marrying age.
The bachelors got busy and now after fifty years have gone
by, they have populated a big part of the community.
The area where Sundsteds settled was called "Racine
Valley" because some of the settlers came from Racine,
Wisconsin. Andrew Larsen, one of these homesteaders, a
blacksmith by trade, was big and husky but not easy to get
along with. He liked to fight. One neighbor, Peder Lerager
wouldn't fight, just lay down, which made the blacksmith
disgusted. Another neighbor, Soren Nielsen, fought with
him. But he finally went "bughouse" and was sent to Warm
Springs where he lived to be an old man. One time Thomas
Sundsted was collecting for church work. He contacted
Andrew, but he refused to contribute. Thomas told him, "If
you don't give to God's work, God might stop your wheat
from growing." The blacksmith wondered about that until
evening when he went to gather eggs. He got an egg from
each of his hens. When he came back to the house he said to
the hired man, "By golly, if God can stop my wheat from
growing, he sure can't stop my hens from laying eggs." Then
he felt better.
In the fall of 1915 when the threshing was done, Thomas
suggested the two of us take a trip to Iowa and Wisconsin.
Thomas had relatives in Iowa and a brother in Racine, Wisconsin. I was real glad to go. That was a wonderful trip for
me. We had lots of time to visit friends and his relatives. And
Thomas was a good companion and a real pal to me. We
spent Christmas at his brother's home in Racine. Thomas
stayed and went to college there that winter. I went to Des
Moines, Iowa, and spent three months at Grand View
College where I tried to learn a little more English.
In the spring when school was out I drifted through Iowa,
South Dakota, and Minnesota, working as a farm hand,
bricklayer, and on bridge construction. In Minnesota "bed
bugs" discovered me. I was just what they had been looking
for and I learned real fast that I could never win. When a
skid row bum I had been working with suggested we go to
Minneapolis, I was ready to change location. But not to the
red light district in Minneapolis where he liked to be. The
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Northern Pacific was hiring help to work some place in
"Dakota." And for one dollar, you could ride the cushions to
where the job was. Most of those passengers were I.W.W.'s,
Industrial Workers of the World. What money I had saved
during spring and summer I sent to Montana. The company I
was associated with at the time was no place for a man with
money in his pockets.
Another fellow on the train suggested we get off at Fargo.
He was about my age but was more experienced in traveling
on the railroads without paying fare. We rode the freight to
Devils Lake and hired out as haying hands for one dollar a
day. We worked one day and quit, leaving without our
dollar. We hunted up the city cop and got permission to
peddle a pistol my dad had. We sold it for three dollars in the
Jungle. We had a good meal before we left on the next freight
west. That freight ride was a bad deal. The brakeman chased
us off with a pick ax handle. The brakeman on the next
freight collected fares with the same tool. He took my last
seventeen cents but let us ride. In Towner, North Dakota, we
got off and sold my pal's razor hone for twenty-five cents.
So we had coffee and doughnuts. By that time I was getting
hungry and ready to go to work. We got a job on Eaton's
Ranch. They had a big haying crew. My pal had a runaway
the first afternoon, was paid off with twenty-five cents that
night and left. I stayed a month, was paid thirty dollars and
headed back to Montana where harvest was about to begin.
That year harvest was small with so much rust in the grain.
Thomas Sundsted and Ella Johnson were married that
summer. It was a big asset to the Sundsteds and their farm
operations with so much hired help to wash and cook for.
About that time they bought their first Maytag washing
machine with a gas motor. Ella was a good cook and housekeeper and both Marie and I like Ella's home-cooked meals
once in a while in her room at the Plentywood Manor where
she now lives.
When I left Denmark in 1914 I didn't realize what a
powder keg Europe was. But a few months later it blew up
and of course Uncle Sam had his fingers in the mess before it
ended. By that time I had signed the "Declaration of
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Intentions" that I wished to become a citizen of the U.S.A.
So when war was declared between Germany and the United
States, April 6, 1917, and Uncle Sam needed soldiers, I was
good material for that purpose, and had no excuse for not
going in the army.
Before I was drafted, October 25, 1917, I had looked for
a homestead and found one forty-five miles north of
Hinsdale, Montana. My brother Carl and Otto Sorensen had
also located there. The land was hilly and full of rocks. It
wasn't fit for cultivation. A neighbor there offered to haul
the lumber and build a shack for one hundred dollars. The
poor man had a big family, but didn't own a saw. I gave him
five dollars to buy a saw and told him he could leave it in the
shack when it was done. The two winters and one summer I
was in France the wild mustangs that roamed the prairie
north of Hinsdale found shelter in my shack. When my
brother Carl went back to his homestead in 1919 my shack
was ruined but the saw was hanging on a nail on the wall.
Carl sent the saw to me. I still have it now some fifty years
later. I never saw the place again, but I would like to shake
hands with the man who built the shack if he's still around.
A very honest fellow.
I was called from the Dagmar Community in Sheridan
County, Montana, in the second draft on October 25, 1917.
This was a small group and I didn't know any of them. But
there was one fellow from the Homestead Community I
remember because he was cussing all the way to Camp
Lewis, Washington. His last name was Hansen. He was
killed a few years ago in a car collison with the Neville bus
from Plentywood, at the Homestead intersection on Highway 16. On the trip to Camp Lewis more draftees got on the
train at almost every stop through Montana.
At Camp Lewis, Washington, we were assigned to
Montana National Guard Unit which was called back from
the Mexican border where they had been chasing Pancho
Villa and his bandits. I was in Company L, 163rd Infantry,
41st Division. At Camp Lewis we learned to step out with
our left foot and squads right and left.
From Camp Lewis, Washington, we went to Camp Mills,
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been drafted late in the summer of 1918. But Viggo Petersen
of Reserve, Locater, took us out and showed us what land
was vacant. We found some about seventeen miles west of
Reserve in Township 33, Range 53. The three of us drew
straws to see who was to have which. The nineteenth of
October, 1919, we borrowed a team and wagon from
Sundsteds, loaded a big load of lumber from Eversons
Lumber Yard, and headed west through Riley's Coulee. Otto
Andersen had already moved a house to his claim and we
camped there till we had a house built on Pete's land. Elmer
Denzer, another neighbor, a German from Minnesota, who
had his house built and sixty acres seeded to flax, was also
very good to give a helping hand. During the winter of 1920,
Eric Sundsted put his name on my thousand dollar note at
the bank in Reserve. Carl Holje, who had a hardware store
and also a homestead a mile north of Reserve, was selling
Model T Fords and Fordson Tractors for Nels Markussen,
the Ford dealer in Medicine Lake. That spring I bought a
Fordson tractor and plow from Holje. And that was a real
good deal for me, not because the tractor deal was a bargain,
but I got to know Carl and his family. He was my true friend
until he passed away a few years ago. I could always get help
from him whenever it was needed. That spring I broke up
and seeded eighty acres to flax on Pete's land. Pete was out
painting to support the farm operations. Hans got a
compensation check every month for the one eye he left on
the battlefront somewhere in France. It wasn't fair for him to
put that money into farming, so after building a shack
during the dry summer of 1920, and a big hailstorm in 1921,
he gave his homestead back to the Indians, bought a ticket to
Connecticut, and started driving a taxi again with just one
good eye. He is there yet, far as I know.
I have to tell about "Charlie." Charles Petersen was of
Swedish descent, had come west in the early nineties and
lived amongst the Indians at Poplar. He married an Indian
girl. At that time, if you married an Indian woman, she
usually had a half-section of land, and was also entitled to an
allotment of one hundred and sixty acres for every child she
bore. Charlie had settled with his squaw on his half-section,
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south of my homestead, where there was good spring water.
He had two children with this woman. But when we came
there, his wife and two children were dead. Those that knew
Charlie from years back said he had helped fate put them
away. Charlie had title to about eight hundred acres of land,
but no house. He had disposed of the shack he and his family
had lived in by the spring. He owned a Model T, a little
sorrel saddle horse and a .22 rifle. Being a firebug, he
resorted to dynamite and used strychnine as weapons. He
once told me how to start a prairie fire so you couldn't tell
how it started. He would light a candle, put it in a badger
hole so the flame couldn't go out. Then pile dry grass around
the candle two or three inches below the flame and let the
dry grass reach to the prairie. By the time the candle burned
down Charlie would be miles away on his pony. Charlie
could be very cruel and vicious if he didn't like you, so it was
an advantage to be his friend. He would provide fresh beef
roasts and steaks to the homesteaders in the summertime.
The hides and insides of the stolen beef he would dump in the
Missouri River and the rest of the meat he gave to his many
Indian friends. One day he came back from Poplar with a
new low-wheeled wagon. He asked me if I wanted it. When I
turned down his offer he let another homesteader have it.
Charlie probably got five or ten dollars for it. I think J. P.
Morgan, a financier from the east, who was financing
Thomas Campbell's farm operations north of Brocton during
World War I, paid for the wagon.
During the summer of 1921, I broke up thirty acres on
my claim and seeded it to flax. Then Charlie rented his halfsection to George Omsted from the Archer Community.
Omsted had forty or fifty cows. I had a good cattle dog and
he kept the cattle from eating my flax crop. One day Charlie
and George came to my shack for a visit. I made lunch for
them and they were real friendly. When they rode away on
their horses, they left a nice piece of meat for my dog. Before
they were half a mile away my dog was dead. The meat was
full of strychnine.
After a dry summer in 1920, and a hailstorm in 1921, my
note to the bank in Reserve was not paid. Owing Everson for
-35-

wire, posts and lumber and some to Eidsness for groceries,
another to a bank in Medicine Lake for horses I had bought
on a sale, my venture in farming was just about "on the
rocks."
In the spring of 1922, Carl Holje offered to buy the
Fordson for five hundred dollars if I would throw in two
months of free labor with the deal. I took him up on the offer
and that was where Carl and I became good friends, as long
as he lived. Carl had been hiring his field work done before
that. That spring Carl milked eight cows with just one hand.
He had blood poisoning in one hand. Johnnie Jenson also
worked for Carl that spring. Between Carl, Johnnie, and me,
we kept the Fordson warm twenty-four hours a day. After
spring work was done, Carl said he would loan the Fordson
back to me if I would go back to the homestead and seed
some of the land into crop again. I got John along to help and
we plowed and seeded forty acres of flax, which turned out
real good. I harvested a good crop and prices on flax had
more than doubled since I quit.
After working that summer and fall, Pete and I paid all
our debts and quit the partnership. So we were square with
the world again.
After the fall of 1923, I had another stake built up, and
decided I would make a trip back to the old sod and visit my
old mother and the rest of the family. I came back to the
U.S.A. in the summer of 1924. In the fall, Marie Jacobsen,
whom I first saw almost ten years before, and I decided to
get married. She said she had been waiting for me all that
time. We were married in June of 1925 at the Dagmar
Church. That is the best thing I ever did in my whole life.
After nearly forty-five years of living together, I have never
had one day where I regretted that step. I hope and wish she
can say the same.
When we were married and knew we had to have a place
to call home, I didn't have much choice but to try the old
homestead again. I went to Carl Holje, who had by this time
traded the old Fordson in on a new and better model. He also
had acquired the agency for Case tractors and other farm
implements. It didn't seem right to use a Fordson for his own
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use and then talk a customer into buying a Case tractor, so I
bought the Fordson and plow for five hundred dollars. I also
bought Hans Andreason' s homestead shack with everything
in it, including a brand new Sears, Roebuck cook stove still
in the crate, and a bed with a good mattress. Before we
moved in somebody else needed a cookstove and it had
disappeared, not even leaving the crate. I again contacted
Carl Holje and ordered a new Monarch stove which he let
me have for cost. Marie was happy to get a new stove like
she was used to cooking on. We still have it in our basement.
The first two years after World War I when the Reservation was opened for homesteading, a small group of
Norwegian families from North Dakota settled about twelve
miles west of Reserve. Their names were Adolf Totdahl,
Jonas Froistad, Ole and Engebret Kampen, Mike Mork, Nels
Knudson, Ole Halvorson, and east of there, Olav Vik and
Ole Johnson. Most of them had farmed in North Dakota so
they brought livestock and equipment with them. They
named their community "Rock Springs" because water ran
out from sandstones close to the Totdahl place.
Ole Halversons had no children but both were so friendly
and generous. Ole had a Model T which was a big asset in
those days. Ole and Engebret Kampen lost their wives,
sisters, about the same time, each leaving two boys and a
younger sister. Ole Halversons were good foster parents for
those two girls until they finished high school.
Most of the homestead shacks had just a stovepipe for a
chimney. When the people found out I could build chimneys
that looked straight up and down when they were finished, I
was much in demand for that work.
Nels and Thea Knudson had two boys seven and nine
years old. They both died two days apart in 1921 from
scarlet fever. I was asked to do something I had never done
before, or after either, and that was to make a coffin for
those two boys. Nels Knudson was a carpenter by trade, but
he was so brokenhearted he couldn't make a coffin for his
own boys. They didn't have money to buy one or to buy
new lumber to make one. They had some scrap lumber left
over from an old tar paper shack he had bought in Reserve. I
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cotton pickers in the south. His mother was a black slave and
soon as he could, he ran away from home with a minstrel
show. He sang beautifully. He worked in Minneapolis and
South Dakota, where he got acquainted with Laurence
Larson who later took homestead in Dagmar. John didn't get
land in Dagmar, but when the Reservation was opened for
homesteading he filed on a quarter-section and built a twelve
by twelve foot tarpaper shack for a home . He was a good
cook and liked chickens, so he always had a few of them in
the yard. He couldn't read or write so signed his name with
an "X." He had no idea how old he was. He was coal black.
He often had a twenty gallon crock of homemade beer
brewing, but seldom got it put in bottles or jars because Fred
Summers and more neighbors would show up and tell John
this was Indian territory and the "Revenuers" might come
snooping around . So they all proceeded to destroy the
evidence.
Jens Lund, another homesteader about fifty years of age,
was a tough , stubborn Danish immigrant who had worked
as a farmhand many years in California and Washington. He
now wanted to try farming for himself. His closest neighbors
were Fred Summers and John Wilson. He broke up most of
his land with four horses and a walking plow, and did a better job than some of us did with tractors and riding plows. I
stayed with Jens the winter of 1921 and 1922. We had some
great arguments, mostly about horse farming versus tractor
farming. He was old-fashioned but a good horseman. And I
took to tractors like a duck to water. One day we argued
about Caterpillar tractors. The first ones were built with
front wheels and axles. I had never seen them and said they
were not made that way. He said, "How the hell can you
turn with a tractor that doesn't have any front wheels?" I
never did convince him even after I showed him a picture of
one. He said it was a fake . We even argued about how to eat
oatmeal. I wanted milk on mine and he said milk wasn't
supposed to be eaten. He wanted brown sugar, cinnamon
and a big hunk of butter in the center of his oatmeal. I liked
to have pancakes besides the oatmeal. He said, "Pancakes is
one meal and oatmeal is another. " It was no use to have two
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meals at the same time. He liked to hear a good story.
One day after Christmas it was cold with lots of snow.
He was real grouchy and thought he was getting the flu.
About four o'clock I suggested we walk over and visit Adolf
and Laura Nielsen and maybe spear our supper. It was a
three-mile walk. On the way I told him H. C. Andersen's
fairy tale about "Little Klaus and Big Klaus." I made it last
until we got to Adolf's place. By that time he had forgotten
he was getting the flu and was feeling fine again.
One summer Mrs. Nels Knudson, now a widow, kept
house for Jens. Jens wanted to marry her that summer but
Thea wouldn't marry until she had paid all the debts she was
left with when Nels died. She worked in Seattle most of the
time until she was square with the world again. Then she
came back again and she and Jens were married in April,
1931. Thea was a wonderful helpmate for Jens. They had a
good life together for more than twenty-five years. They
sold out to Elmer Nielsen in 1945 and moved to Craton,
California, where they bought a small house on an acre of
land. They had chickens, a big garden and some fruit trees.
They were lonesome for Montana but had many friends
there in California.
In the spring of 1925 my brother, Carl, came back from
his homestead north of Hinsdale. He had given up. It was
hopeless to make a living there. His only possession was
'Two Bits," his saddle horse. He made his home with us eight
years until he rented land of his own one mile north of us.
And in 1936 he married Agnes Jacobsen, Marie's cousin.
The spring of 1925, Charlie Petersen brought in a new
character, "Montana Ike." Ike came from Musselshell,
Montana, in a covered wagon with five horses and all his
possessions, including all the pieces to make a sulky plow.
Ike had been a sheepherder, but now he and Charlie were
going to try dryland farming. They made their headquarters
by Charlie's spring. Later that summer George Omsted came
along and made his home in the covered wagon with Charlie
and Ike. Marie and I hauled our wash and drinking water
from Charlie's spring. Charlie wasn't mad at me anymore
and he really like Marie .
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Ike was very practical in many ways. When washing
clothes, he threw them in the creek, left them there for a
couple of days, ran them through an old wringer, hung them
on the wagon wheels to dry, and his wash was all done. He
often used the expression, "It will break a man up in
business." So when I suggested he remove some of the rocks
where he was breaking the land, that expression was his
answer. He broke twenty acres in the low places where there
were no rocks. He wanted to seed flax and took the seed to
Elmer Denzer's to have it cleaned. Denzer got mad at Ike and
told him to get to hell out of there. That was bad for Denzer
because he depended on Charlie's water hole for his livestock. Ike, Charlie and George now declared war on Denzer.
Everytime Charlie came back from town he had a few stray
dogs in his Model T. Charlie was a spiritualist and very
superstitious. One afternoon he came to our house and asked
me to come fix his Model T. He had been in town and somebody had worked on it and got it out of time. Marie made
coffee and we visited awhile. When we got to the spring, Ike,
George and eight dogs were all sleeping in the shade of the
covered wagon and Denzer' s cattle were in the water hole.
Charlie said, "I believe God put them all to sleep so those
poor cattle could get water." Denzer sold his cattle shortly
after that.
Frank and Clara Paulbeck, who lived just north of the
Reservation Line, also hauled drinking water from Charlie's
spring. Clara raised turkeys but the coyotes caught them.
Ike, as usual, could see where that would "break a man
up in business" so he suggested she go back to Musselshell with him in the covered wagon. There the turkeys could
roost in the trees where the coyotes couldn't get them. Frank
didn't like that idea. Next time he came for water he and Ike
got into an argument. Frank was a big, husky man and Ike
• had a crippled arm so he went to the wagon and brought out
a pistol, fired a few shots and Frank took off, lickety-split.
Clara didn't go to Musselshell with Ike but stayed in business
by the spring until fall. Then he left and we never saw him
again.
George Omsted died shortly after. Charlie died two years
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later at Dick Smith's home. Before he died he sent Carl
Walking Eagle to our place for Marie and I to come see him.
He wanted to live with us and he would give us all his land.
He thought if he could get some of that water from his
beloved spring he could get well again. We had just a twelve
by fourteen foot shack and my brother, Carl, had his home
with us too, so we turned down his offer.
The summer of 1925 was dry again. We broke up another
eighty acres and seeded to flax. Thomas and Ella Sundsted
gave us a good milk cow as a wedding present and Marie's
parents gave us two twin calves, so we needed a barn, which
we managed to build on credit. Thomas and Ella came to
visit us one day during the summer and Tom asked me if I
didn't need money. I told him fifty dollars would look pretty
good. He wrote a check for two hundred dollars. He was a
grand fellow and a good friend to have. When Racine Valley
Threshing Co. offered me a job as separator man and Marie
a job in the cook car we were glad to get it. But when we
were ready to leave for our new jobs I saw tears roll down
Marie's cheeks. She hated to leave our little home.
After a dry summer and little to show for our summer's
work, I was ready to pull up stakes again and look for
greener pastures, but Marie talked me out of that notion and
thought we should stay put.
To get our supply of coal for the winter was a long and
hard chore. We could get it several places twelve miles
northwest of Medicine Lake. The first years we dug it in the
green coulee twelve miles from home. Jens Lund, Adolf
Nielsen and I would pool our horses and man power. It
took us a week to scrape and uncover about fifty ton of coal.
After that we could pick and dig enough coal so we each had
a wagonload to take along home. We left home before
daylight and came home long after dark. One or two years
the county helped us out by letting us have a caterpillar and
Charley King as cat skinner and George Aasved to take the
top dirt off. Then people came from far and near to get coal.
Ole Nielsen from east of Homestead hauled his winter supply
from there with horses.
After that nature must have decided I needed more
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confidence as a farmer, for the years 1926, '27, and '28 were
more bounteous to us. We had good crops. By the fall of
1928 we built an addition to the house, got a Model A car
and truck, a 15-30 tractor and other supplies that were sorely
needed. When the stock market crash came in 1929 that was
felt all over the world, we were well situated.
In 1928 we also got some roads built from Reserve and
west. This we thank Carl Holje for. He spent time and
money pushing Frank French, our county commissioner at
that time. When we had the roads we could also get a mail
route, which was a big improvement for the community.
Cliff Hansen was our first mail carrier.
The biggest thing that happened to Marie and me in 1928
was when that little man-child, Glenn Jacobsen, came to stay
with us. His mother, our sister-in-law, died about a year
after he was born. He was three months old when we got
him. As we never had children of our own, he was a great
joy to us, and has been ever since. He married a wonderful
girl, Bernice Brenteson, in 1951 and they took over the farm,
making their home there and raising a family of their own.
We enjoy this family so very much now when we are old and
facing our sunset.
In the dirty thirties we got along pretty good. We had
cows, pigs, chickens, geese and turkeys, and usually a good
garden. Marie's father passed away in 1931 and her mother
made her home with us until she passed away in 1940. She
and Glenn spent a lot of time together. She also made very
good butter so we sold enough butter and cream to pay for
our groceries. My brother, Carl, stayed with us until he
started farming on his own in 1933.
In the thirties we had something else most of us took too
much for granted. That was our grand mailman for sixteenand-a-half years, Jimmie Hendersen. He is the most cheerful
person I have ever met. And now after living neighbor to
him and his wife Thelma eighteen years here in Reserve, we
still enjoy his cheerful disposition and talks off and on.
Sometimes on his route, when he shoveled lots of snow in
blizzard conditions, I would tell Marie, "No mail today," but
when I checked the box, there was the mail. He did other
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things that didn't come under mail service. On the back of an
envelope he would jot down special news items that
happened in town and especially election returns. He would
haul our cream cans to the depot and return the empty ones;
take our plough lays to the blacksmith and bring them back
sharpened; other essentials too he would bring. Your
Whoopee corning over the hill in the wintertime was a
welcome sight. Thanks, Jimmie.
Two miles west of us lived Knute Knudsen and his wife
Bertha. Knute was big and easygoing so we called him Big
Knute. Another Knute Knudsen living farther west was
called Little Knute. Big Knute was not skillful in gathering
wealth for his family, but he was a good worker and a
wonderful neighbor. Bertha made the best homemade bread
one could wish for. Their door was always open to anyone
that needed food or shelter. One time Knute and Bertha
drove to Plentywood with team and wagon. Bertha went
shopping and Knute to the saloon . When time to go home,
Knute hitched up his team and started for home without
Bertha. A few miles out of town he remembered Bertha had
come too. He turned back, put the horses back in the livery
barn and hunted up Bertha. He asked her if she was ready to
go home and never told her, until long after, that he started
for home without her. We had many good whist games with
Knute and Bertha. Oscar Lovelock and Swede Sorum, who
worked the Duck Coal Mine for awhile, had their home with
Knute and Bertha for some years. After Knute passed away
Bertha married Swede. But now she has passed away, too,
and Swede lives alone. We enjoy talking to him off and on in
Plentywood.
Dutch Kazeck was our local "moonshiner" to the north of
us. He rented land from Paluzski. He was the same size as
Big Knute so when the two of them worked on W .P.A. they
called them the Gold Dust twins.
Adolf and Laura Nielsen, who lived seven miles east of us,
were some of our best friends. They moved to Plentywood
Manor a few months ago. Adolf was our butcher in the community. We usually saved the blood from pigs when we
butchered so we could have blood sausage and a big party.
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Some of the guests had to see who could eat the most
sausage. Adolfs and us often talk about the good times we
had in the early days.
Adolf and I made one trip to Medicine Lake we will not
forget. Swift and Armour sent a man to Medicine Lake to
grade our dressed turkeys. This way we would save shipping
and commission charges. It was close to Christmas with lots
of snow and bitterly cold. I started from home, 4:00 a.m.,
with a dozen dressed turkeys. I just bought a new widetracked sleigh and that was a mistake as it couldn't follow
the old narrow sleigh tracks, so by the time I came to
Adolf's, my team was played out. At daylight we started
from Adolf's, with his team and narrow-tracked sleigh,
across country to follow the line of least resistance. But when
we came to fences we had to take the wire down, cross over,
and hang it up again. We came to Medicine Lake, 4:00 p.m.,
cold and tired. Most of the farmers in Sheridan County that
had turkeys to sell were in Medicine Lake, so we couldn't
find an empty horse stall. Nels Miller, the blacksmith, was a
good friend of mine. He let us put the team in his shop overnight. Our turkeys were frozen solid and the buyer didn't
want frozen turkeys, so we decided to ship to a commission
firm in Chicago. Bill Deem, the depot agent, provided
shipping crates, got his potbellied stove red hot, and we
thawed the turkeys enough to pack them for shipping. After
eating, we headed for the saloon. We needed something to
bolster our morale. We encountered J. 0. Johnson, the
implement dealer, who had a problem he wished to unload
on somebody. He was even willing to throw in a few drinks
in the bargain. He had taken pity on a young school teacher
from North Dakota who came in on the train to Medicine
Lake. She was pregnant and her boyfriend had run out on
her when she told him what the results would be. She knew
he had holed up with a sister and her husband who lived in
our community. Now she was trying to track him down.
After a few hot ones things looked more rosy to us and we
promised to take her along. We got up at 4 o'clock next
morning. It was too cold to stay in bed, forty degrees below
zero. When we came to pick up our passenger we realized
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she wasn't dressed warm enough for an eight hour, open
sleighride in forty below zero weather. We settled her in
some leftover hay with a borrowed lantern and covered her
with horse blankets. Now she could sit there and atone for
her sins for more than eight hours. Every so often when one
of the horses would stop to take a leak, she would open up
from her nesting place and ask us why we Stopped. Adolf
would grin and leave me to answer her question. I believe I
told her one of the horses was short-winded and had to rest.
We delivered our passenger in good shape at her destination
but, lo and behold, her friend had left. Adolf and I often talk
about that trip to Medicine Lake with turkeys.
Pete Madsen, the painter, my farming partner from 192021, married Hazel Johnson, one of the youngest of the
Johnson girls from Racine Valley, in Dagmar in the fall of
1924. They lived in the Dagmar Community until 1927, when
Pete put his paint brushes in cold storage, and they moved to
his homestead on the Reservation. Marie and Hazel had
worked together in Sundsted's cook car during threshing in
1924 and had become good friends. So she was glad when
they moved out here and became our neighbors. Pete was
not cut out to be a farmer and Hazel, who was raised on a
farm and knew all about cows and horses, had to help him a
lot with the farm work. They had three small children and
Hazel was not well. After the stock market crash in 1929,
with small crops and still smaller prices, it was tough going
for most of us, but it was too much for Pete and Hazel.
When Hazel died in the spring of 1933, Pete had no choice
but to move to someplace where the children could start
school and he could try to earn their living by his profession
as a painter, which he was very good at. Pete was a perfectionist all the way and it was hard for him not to do a job
the way it should be done. We had been pals in Denmark
during our apprenticeship, in our different professions. I left
Denmark a year before he did. When I wrote him how well I
liked it in America, he came the following year. A few years
after Hazel died, Pete bought Ray Kallak's homestead house
on the Reservation, had it moved to Plentywood where he
made his living by his profession as long as he was able to
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Jens and Marie's SQ:h anniversary on June 12, 1975.
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work. Before he died, April 15, 1964, he lived with his
daughter, Mae, and son-in-law, Delmar Andersen, in
Dagmar for two or three years. We were friends for more
than fifty years.
Hjalmer Madsen and Verner Jensen were another two
veterans that took homesteads on the Reservation. They
both built shacks on their land, but Hjalmer's wife wouldn't
live out there, so they bought a farm in the Volmer community. Verner Jensen stayed for two years, but a souvenir
in the form of a piece of schrapnel affected his mentality at
times. He gave his homestead back to the Indians, went back
to Denmark, where he married, and bought a little farm . He
lived happily with his wife and two daughters, far as I know.
Now more than fifty-five years have gone by since I first
came to Montana, and I am grateful to Providence for having
had the privilege and experience of being an immigrant and
homesteader
on
Montana's
pra1ne,
and
seeing
transportation change from "Montana Ike's" covered wagon,
to fellows going to the moon in less time than Ike could drive
from here to Musselshell; from hauling all our household
water in wooden barrels several miles from a spring, to
having it hot or cold at your fingertips in your home; and
have the homes change from sodhouses and tarpaper shacks,
to well-insulated and warm houses, with all the modern conveniences anyone could wish for. And, best of all , a good
woman to share it with.
-Jens Lind
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Niels E. Hansen: Plant Explorer
by HARALD JENSEN

Probably his field costume - binoculars, canteen, pistol, billy
club. Most of the pictures of him, even in the field, were in the
formal dress of the American professor. Year 19~.
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At the age of seventeen, Niels Ebbesen Hansen enrolled at
Iowa State University, Ames, Iowa, where he met Professor
J. L. Budd, head of the Department of Horticulture and a
creative and inspiring person. This meeting with Professor
Budd eventually caused young Hansen to major in horticulture, and plant exploration and development became his
lifework. He graduated in 1887 from Iowa State and for
the next four years worked in large commercial nurseries in
Iowa. This experience, not only supplemented his previous
theoretical training in college but gave him an invaluable insight into the problems of northwestern horticulture. Professor Budd interrupted this work by calling Hansen back to
Iowa State, made him an assistant professor of horticulture,
and in 1894 sent him on a four-month trip of plant exploration and study to Russia and seven other European
countries. This trip clarified several ideas in Hansen's mind,
and prepared him for three noteworthy contributions, which
he made to horticulture and agriculture in America. The
three contributions were (1) development of a new
philosophy for improving plants that could tolerate the
rigors of northern climates, (2) assessment of domestic
sources of cold hardy plants for use in the old Northwest of
the United States, and (3) collection of extensive plant materials from northern Russia. These collections were of great
economic importance to the part of North America north of
the fortieth parallel and indirectly to the whole continent
north of Mexico.
A new philosophy
From his observations while on the European trip
arranged by Professor Budd and from his previous readings,
Hansen developed the hypothesis that greater hardiness
could not be developed in perennial plants such as apple,
raspberry, grape, alfalfa and clover from selection within
winter tender stocks alone. He believed that greater hardiness in perennial plants could only be developed by hybridizing or crossing those currently available with those that Nature had made hardy through several mellenniums. Back at
Iowa State after his European trip, Hansen began to test his
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hypothesis by (1) selecting fruits already adapted to extreme
cold through the action of ages and (2) crossing tender plants
from milder climates with hardy plants that thrive in cold
northern latitudes.
New plant development
These developments in plant hardiness were achieved from
a series of experiments. First, a large collection of hardy native
plants was assembled. Hansen intermittently took exploratory trips over the prairies of western South Dakota, North
Dakota, and Manitoba. He also corresponded with many
other plant scientists interested in the same objectives. These
activities gave Hansen his first plant materials for research.
He was provided with a greenhouse, possibly the first of its
kind in the world. This gave Hansen the opportunity to
handcross plants under glass, thus eliminating uncontrolled
crosses caused by wind and bees. The evaluation of progeny
from his crossings gave strong support to his hypothesis that
crossing winter tender plants with very hardy plants would
increase the hardiness of succeeding generations. He
obtained plants that would tolerate temperatures of at least
-40 degrees Fahrenheit without any protection.
Among his early experiments were those with the strawberry. Over an eight-year period, thousands of blossoms
were hand crossed. Pollen from the blossoms of one plant
variety was carried on knife point or camel's hair brush to
the blossoms of another. Records were kept so that favorable
results from any specific cross could be produced at will.
From the first lot of 8000 hybrid seedlings about 225 were
saved for further study. These were further crossed and
selected until he had developed seedlings that met his objectives. Beginning with the wild strawberry, Hansen produced
a berry that not only could compete with the standard
market varieties in size and taste but would grow on a plant
that a Dakota or Manitoba winter could not kill, even when
the plant was not protected.
Hansen ran similar experiments with the wild raspberry
and the native Indian plums. A wild raspberry from the
North Dakota-Manitoba border noted for fruit hardiness
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was crossed with Shaffer, a large fruited variety from New
York. The result was a berry of good size and pleasing
flavor. Moreover, the plant was sufficiently hardy to live
through temperatures as low as -41 degrees Fahrenheit
without protection of any kind. Similarly, Native Indian
plums and other hardy fruits of the Northwest were successfully crossed by Hansen with common cultivated varieties
from California.
Hansen also developed hardy shrubs with colorful foliage
to beautify the lawns of the prairie by crossing the sandcherry with the purple-leaved plum from Persia. The gardens
of the Northern Great Plains were further beautified through
Hansen's efforts of crossing wild roses from the Indian
hunting grounds with wild roses from the plains of Siberia.
These experiments are but a small part of Hansen's work
in new plant developments.
Explorations and development of hardy alfalfa
Hansen's third great achievement was the collection of
winter hardy and drought-resistant varieties of forage during
hazardous plant explorations in Eastern Europe and in
Western and Central Asia. William Paul Kirkwood (under
the title The Romantic Story of a Scientist in "The World's
Work," 1908) describes the first and second journeys Professor Hansen made for the U.S. Department of Agriculture in
search of hardy alfalfa. 1 (Excerpt below) The first trip lasted
from June 1897 to March 1898. The journey included Eastern
European Russia, Turkestan, Western China, and Sibera.
''The overland journey by wagon and sleigh extended 2000
miles from Tashkent, Turkestan to Omsk, Siberia, via
Kuldja in Western China. Five freight carloads of seeds and
plants were sent to the plant introduction office." 2 This office
was in Washington, D.C.
Landing at Hamburg, he hastened to St. Petersburg, and thence southeastward to Nijni Novgorod, the scene of Russia's great annual fair, to
which are carried the agricultural and manufactured
products of both Russia and Asia - the very place to
look for new material. Traveling down along the
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Professor Hansen's three journeys in search of hardy alfalfa.
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Volga some distance, he turned eastward to the
Ural Mountains, nature's battlements between
Europe and Asia, finding on the way farms worked
by hardy camels imported from the East. Then he
turned westward again and crossed the great plain
of south-central Russia to Kiev. From Kiev he went
to Odessa, on the Black Sea, and thence by way of
the Crimea to Transcaucasia - the land of Noah's
Ark, that storm centre of contact between Europe
and Asia. Crossing the Caspian Sea, he plunged into the land of the Turkoman. By this time, though
hampered by an interpreter, he had developed the
art of agricultural inquiry to a high degree. Almost
every man or every group of men that he met was
subjected to an agricultural catechism. It was not
long before the professor was hot on a trail which he
knew was likely to prove of the utmost significance.
This was a trail of a hardy alfalfa. All whom the
professor met, army officers particularly, were
closely questioned about this forage. Horses were
even approached on the subject, and the provender
they were eating in the market-places and at postroad stations were examined. And still onward
across the Oxus (now the Amu Daria) River led the
trail, the same that was followed by Alexander the
Great more than a score of centuries earlier. Hansen found that central Asiatic civilization had
existed around alfalfa for centuries, and he believed
that what sustained a semi-civilization in the East
should be immensely valuable to the civilized
people in the West. The Northern African alfalfa,
carried by the Spanish into South America three
centuries ago and thence moved northward into
California, had been shown again and again to be
unfit for survival on the prairies of the Northwest.
It would freeze out during severe· winters without
snow cover, causing millions of dollars in aggregate
losses. Hansen believed that there was a chance of
finding a hardy alfalfa that had become drought
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and winter hardy through thousands of years of
natural selection. So the professor followed on
across the land of the Turkoman, through Bokhara,
into Turkestan and to its capital Tashkent, where
he found an alfalfa bazaar which bore the marks of
great age. Nevertheless the signs still pointed him
northward and eastward; without a thought of turning back, he pressed on stopping now and then for
needed rest or to question Turkestan plowmen with
camels hitched to crude implements, centuries behind the times, as viewed by Western standards.
The journey was made in a tarantass, a fourwheeler with no springs, the bed being swung on
long wooden poles. It was a bone-racking vehicle
somewhat resembling in appearance a modem buckboard. It was anything but comfortable as a conveyance for a 1,300 mile jaunt, but it was the best
to be had for the purpose, and then there was the
alfalfa to lure the traveler on. Following for hundreds of miles along the Tian-Shan range of mountains between Turkestan and China, Professor Hansen finally crossed the range into China, bringing
up at the ancient city of Kuldja, in the province of
Ili. He had traced the blue-flowered alfalfa to the
very doors of Chinese temples in the heart of Asia.
He was a thousand miles from a railroad, and had
gone months without letters from home. He was in
a land where the speech was utterly unknown to
him. In order to carry on his inquiries, he had to
have three interpreters - one to translate Chinese
into Tartar, another to make Tartar over into Russian, and a third to reduce Russian to German, with
which he was familiar. 'Yes, alfalfa grew farther to
the northward - at Kopal,' he was told. Back
across the rugged Tian-Shan range he hurried.
Winter was coming on and there was no time to be
lost. So he kept post-horses moving. At Kopal he
did find alfalfa. It grew out on the wide steppes,
where the Kirghiz Tartars pitched their strange
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camps, amid a sparse vegetation. But there, 45 degrees and 10 minutes north latitude, and 79 degrees
east longitude, winter, that foe against which Professor Hansen had allied himself with the vegetable
kingdom, swooped down on him in a vicious
attack. It seemed for a time that winter would defeat his goal for the plant kingdom in North-Central America by causing the premature death of the
man. But winter had not reckoned with his endurance and determined purpose. He had traveled
1300 miles by wagon when snow put an end to his
search for seeds and he decided not to go back over
his wagon route, but to take sledges and push on
almost due northward 700 miles to Omsk, on the
Trans-Siberian Railroad. It was a hazardous thing
to do, as the event proved, almost costing the professor his life. That was the price of having traced
alfalfa to a latitude more northern than that of the
capital of Minnesota and almost as far east of
Greenwich as South Dakota is west. He had scarcely
set out on his 700-mile sledge ride before a violent
blizzard swept down upon him out of the cruel
North, and his Tartar drivers got lost on the treacherous steppes. Night thickened and there was
nothing to do but to spend the hours until morning
'out in the cold.' And it was cold! A marrow-piercing wind cold enough to freeze mercury, with
several degrees to spare, blew out of the North.
Two men in the same predicament in another caravan perished. A reindeer suit in one piece from
hood to knees and fur boots from toes to knees were
doubtless all that saved the plant explorer. When
morning broke the storm subsided a little, and the
little company found a post-house at Sergiopol, with
shelter and warmth, if not over-appetizing food.
Pneumonia threatened the professor and compelled
him to lie at the little military hospital at Sergiopol
for a week. Then, impatient of further delay, he
pushed on. But the sting of exposure had gone
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deeper than he had supposed, and before he had
gone far he was again compelled to halt - this time
at Semipalatinsk, where he made the intimate acquaintance of a poultice of lard and turpentine
which showed the strength of its affection by blistering his chest. Then after a terrific drive of three
days and nights, without a stop except to change
horses, he reached Omsk. He hastened by train to
Bremen, by way of Moscow, and there took ship
for home. The net result of this trip was, first of all,
the tracing of alfalfa to a latitude much more
northern than any in which Americans had known
it to grow, and the shipment of five carloads of
seeds and plants of many kinds to the Department
of Agriculture in Washington, including the first
importation of Turkestan alfalfa into this country.
The journey, in the estimation of the professor,
was a success, but that the northern limit of the
alfalfa belt in Asia had been reached was by no
means certain. Indeed, there was convincing evidence that the limit had not been found, for near
Kopal an army officer had said that he had seen the
plant at Zaisansk, a considerable distance northeastward of Kopal. The professor was anxious to
go back and take up the broken trail. He hoped to
find the great forage plant, hardened by natural
processes through thousands of years, in far northern regions, thus justifying the hope that the whole
great plain of North America, from Nebraska to
Hudson Bay, could be made an alfalfa-bearing
region. But wars and rumors of wars served to postpone the proposed second trip for nearly a decade.
Then one day came the announcement that he
was again to take up the trail, and it came dramatically enough. At the dedication of the South
Dakota State Fair in Huron, in 1905, Secretary Wilson made the chief address, and in the course of
that address, without warning to Professor Hansen,
who was sitting near, he said that alfalfa explora-57-

tions were to be resumed, and that the professor
was to go again to Asia. 3 The troubles in Russia
were at a high heat, and they extended over into
Siberia. To go into Siberia, therefore, meant considerable risk. But the explorer did not temporize.
He would go as far as he could until some insurmountable obstacle put an end to progress. He at
once crossed to Helsingfors. In the harbor there he
saw battleships stripped for action. The outlook
was not promising, but he went on, and despite evil
omens on every hand he reached Omsk in safety.
Without going southward to Kopal, he began
quest for alfalfa along the Siberian railroad. Receiving encouragement, he took to the open steppes
to demand of Nature her secret. The season was already far advanced. Snow lay upon the ground,
and there was no time to waste. Then, one afternoon, out on the bleak plains, the man made his
great discovery. He found, even in that high altitude, a wild alfalfa. It was not the blue-flowered
alfalfa of Turkestan, but a yellow-flowered variety.
Subsequent investigation was the means of bringing a 'wonderful new fact to light.' As Professor
Hansen tells it, it was this: 'Where the blue-flowered
alfalfa stops, three yellow-flowered species are
found, extending from one thousand to two thousand miles northward, and clear across Siberia,
approximately between parallels fifty and sixtyfour north latitude. As these species grow freely in
dry districts of northern Russia, they point to the
extension of the alfalfa belt on this continent from
Nebraska northward as far as men will care to farm
- even to the Hudson Bay district.'
The moment of discovery of the first yellowflowered alfalfa out on the wind-swept Siberian
steppes, after nine years of waiting, was one of
intense feeling and suppressed excitement for the
explorer. A more demonstrative man would have
thrown his hat in the air and spent his energies in
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shouting. Professor Hansen, on the contrary, set to
work gathering all the plants that he could find,
and he put his driver at like work. All the seeds
found then and afterward as he moved eastward
were from wild plants. The Siberians had used the
plant for hay for centuries, but with immense areas
of wild land on which to draw they had done
nothing toward its cultivation. Recently, however,
they have been encouraging Nature to give a larger
supply .
At Irkutsk Professor Hansen found a load of
hay in the market and supposed, of course, that he
would be able to buy plenty of seed. Not a seed
could he get, though, and he went back to the
owners of the hay, Mongolian Buriats, bought their
load, and set a group of market idlers at picking out
the seed by hand. The little coin of the realm, of
which the professor always carried a supply,
proved sufficient 'discourager of hesitancy. '

Hansen seldom found alfalfa or grass seed for sale. He bought hay
from the locals and laboriously picked the seed out of it. On at least
one occasion he hired an entire village to help.
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But finding the plant did not end the discoveries
relating to alfalfa. Inquiry showed that the yellowflowered and the blue-flowered alfalfa belts overlapped, and that on the overlaps grew natural hybrids of the two, suggesting immense possibilities in
artificial culture in America to get just the kind of
alfalfa suited to any given district.
Hansen's contributions in hardy and
drought-resistant forages
Hansen propagated and distributed seeds and plants
collected in Russia throughout the Dakotas and into Canada.
The Cossack cultivar attained the greatest degree of success
among these alfalfas. 4 In addition to its direct success, more
importantly, Cossack was used in breeding nine other
cultivars of high value, among them Ranger and Vernal.5
For more than 20 years, these two cultivars dominated
modern production in the United States. They were in turn
used in breeding or developing 45 of the 160 cultivars used in
this country as late as 1977. 6 Despite this great legacy in
alfalfa breeding and improvement, Hansen's impact on
alfalfa improvement was largely ignored by many breeders
in the period 1930-1948. The U.S. Department of Agriculture
Yearbook for 1937, a comprehensive report on alfalfa breeding, neither cites Hansen's work nor mentions his name
except for a table that lists him as the originator of the
Cossack cultivar. In November of 1988, the author of this
article visited with alfalfa specialist, Donald Barnes,
Research Geneticist, USDA-Agricultural Research Service,
and professor in Agronomy and Plant Genetics, University
of Minnesota about Hansen's work in alfalfa and about
research developments in alfalfa since Hansen. Barnes mentioned that many of Hansen's plant introductions have been
lost because of inadequate seed production and seed storage
facilities in the early part of this century. Barnes also stated
that alfalfa can be classified as very winter hardy, winter
hardy, moderately winter hardy and non-winter hardy.
Hansen's contributions were primarily in the very winter
hardy alfalfa and his introductions are still important in
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today's production of these types of varieties in the northern
Great Plains. However, to realize the benefits of a very
winter hardy alfalfa, growers experience as much as a 40 percent reduction in per acre yields when compared with the
highest yielding moderately winter hardy varieties. Barnes
also mentioned that as alfalfa production intensified, disease
and insect problems also increased. Therefore breeders
placed more emphasis on disease and insect resistance and
less on winter hardiness. Barnes also said that during the last
25 years, alfalfa varieties have been improved so much that
it is almost impossible to go back to the wild as Hansen did
and find anything that can be immediately useful as a
cul ti var. Yet the quest for new traits in the wild alfalfa of the
world continues, especially through the efforts of Melvin
Rumbaugh, Research Agronomist, USDA-Agricultural
Research Service, Logan, Utah. Rumbaugh began his research career as an alfalfa breeder in South Dakota where he
became intrigued with Hansen's work. Since 1980, Rumbaugh has conducted a domestic collection trip in North
America to search for fields planted with Hansen's first
alfalfa introductions. He also has been on collection trips to
Russia, South America, North India, Spain, and Morocco.
In addition to his work on winter hardy and drought
resistant alfalfa varieties, Hansen also introduced crested
wheat grass to the Great Plains, a grass known for its feed
value, resistance to drought and its ability to choke out
weeds. He also introduced brome grass, a forage known for
its productivity and durability.
Niels Ebbesen Hansen, the scientist, plant explorer,
and the man
Hansen's central concerns as a scientist were to increase
winter hardiness and drought-resistance to plants grown,
particularly, on the Northern Great Plains. To achieve these
ends, he was guided by a singular hypothesis, namely, that
to develop greater hardiness in perennial tender plants they
must be crossed with plants that Nature has made hardy
through several millenniums. To find plants that Nature had
made hardy through thousands of years, Hansen explored
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areas in the world with climates similar to or harsher than
the climates in the Northern Great Plains. He brought these
plant materials to South Dakota State University at Brookings where he carefully tested his hypothesis prior to releasing any new varieties for distribution. He was a patient and
thorough investigator. He was a most diligent worker,
dedicated to make life better for the farm and ranch families
of the Great Plains. He was the author of numerous bulletins, circulars, pamphlets, journal articles, and manuals.
According to private communications, Hansen made 342
plant introductions into the Great Plains area. 7 The distribution is as follows:
Fruits
236
Shrubs
6
Trees
7
Flowers
55
Forage
28
Cereal
3
Vegetables 5
Nuts
3
From 1917 to 1946, Hansen was honored by Horticultural
and Pomological societies for eminent and distinguished
service.
On plant exploration, "Niels Ebbesen Hansen was
America's first great agricultural explorer. He risked death
and bandits, braved desert heat, arctic cold, and Asiatic
cholera to bring a new idea to world plant science and better
living to the land west of the Mississippi. " 8 He explored a
large part of the world to bring its hardiest crops to America.
In his article, The Romantic Story of a Scientist, Kirkwood describes Niels Ebbesen, the man, as a thinker, as a
man who made quick decisions and took prompt action, a
man who is self-reliant and courageous, and as a man who is
philanthropic, reverent and patient. Kirkwood writes that
Hansen seeks to discover the underlying philosophy of
things and is not afraid to break with tradition when they do
not fit the facts. As an illustration of Hansen's prompt
decision and action-taking, Kirkwood writes that Hansen
has gone through a patch of 25,000 sand-cherry seedlings in
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Formal portrait taken late in his career.
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a day and a half, selecting out the best for propagation.
Hansen's self-reliance, courage, and intelligence, Kirkwood
illustrates by Hansen's soul-and-body trying trips to Asia.
Kirkwood adds a quote from U.S. Secretary of Agriculture
Wilson, "Hansen is a man who does things. He is an intelligent, intrepid fellow, full of resources, and nothing stops
him. When he sees anything of value he knows it, and when
he goes after a thing he gets it." As to Hansen's patience and
generosity, Kirkwood said, "Without patience and persistence he could not possibly succeed in the work he is doing."
As to his generous nature, he has honor in his own country.
A South Dakota weekly has said of him: "A man who
through all his working hours has but one thought uppermost in his mind - the benefiting of his fellow-men ... "
According to Steve Young, Argus Leader staff, Hansen's
interests ranged from writing poetry (h~ regularly contributed to Pasque Petals) and going to the movies. 9 Young
added that Hansen was a voracious reader and that together
with a fellow faculty member even composed South Dakota
State's school song, but horticulture was his real love. David
Gilkerson of rural Brookings, grandson of Hansen, said that
Hansen was a reserved man but with a sense of humor that
leaned toward telling a good story. While in Russia, Hansen
described an area where temperatures ranged from -SO
degrees F to 115 degrees F and where the annual rainfall was
10 inches. Hansen had written in his notes, "Seems like a
plant growing here ought to have a chance of surviving in
South Dakota."
Paul Friggins in the July 1949 Coronet writes, "At 83 this
indefatigable son of an immigrant Danish artist is still
hard at work. If you are in Brookings, South Dakota, you
will find the white-goateed Hansen trotting briskly about the
big experimental gardens behind the State College campus.
Regularly he walks three miles a day to keep fit then tackles
heavy mail and innumerable foreign-language plant journals
(he can read seven languages). For relaxation he romps with
his grandchildren or composes poetry. Books and files crowd
the four walls. His global field notes almost fill an adjoining
room." This man, Niels Ebbesen Hansen, became known as
the Burbank of the Plains.
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FOOTNOTES
1 Actually Hansen made a total of eight trips to Europe and Asia. The
first in 1894 (see map) lasted four months during which he visited eight
countries with three weeks devoted to studying agriculture in European
Russia. No alfalfa germ plasm was introduced into the United States as
a result of this trip, which, moreover, was not made for the U.S.
Department of Agriculture.

N. E. Hansen 's Contributions to Alfalfa Breeding
in North America, Bulletin 665, Agricultural Experiment Station,
South Dakota State University, Brookings, South Dakota, 1979.

2 Rumbaugh, M.D.,

3 This was Hansen's second trip for the U.S. Department of Agriculture.

This journey began July 1906, lasted 6 months and took him to England, Denmark, Norway, Sweden, Finland, Siberia, Manchuria, and
Japan.
4 Wheeler, W. A. Beginnings of hardy alfalfa in North America, 1951.
Reprint from "Seed World," distributed by Northrup, King and Co.,
Mpls., MN.
5 A cultivar is a variety of plant that has been produced only under

cultivation.

6 Barnes, D. K., E.T. Bingham, R. P. Murphy, 0. J. Hunt, D. F. Beard,
Q. H. Skrdla, and L. R. Teuber. Alfalfa germ plasm in the United
States. Genetic vulnerability, use, improvement, and maintenance,
USDA Tech. Bui. 1571, 1977. An additional source is Rumbaugh,
M.D., N. E. Hansen 's contributions to alfalfa breeding in North
America, Ag. Exp. Sta. Bui. 665, South Dakota State University,
Brookings, South Dakota, 1979. Bui. 665 states that by 1978 the germ
plasm Hansen had collected had been used in the breeding of at least 75
alfalfa cultivars.
7 Sources: private communications from R. A. Moore, Director, Ag.
Exp. Sta., South Dakota State University, Brookings, South Dakota
and David Gilkerson, Jr., grandson of Niels Ebbesen Hansen and
farmer near Brookings.
8 Friggens, Paul. His plants transformed the plains. Coronet, 1949.
9 Young, Steve. Revered horticulturist cared mainly for the Plains,
Argus Leader, 1988.
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He Sowed So That Others Could Reap:
Niels Ebbesen Hansen 1866 -1950
by J. CHRISTIAN BAY
January 4 punctuates two events. On that date in 1851
type-setting began for the printing of a new novel, Uncle
Tom's Cabin. On the same date in 1866 a boy was born on a
farm near Ribe, Denmark, who in baptism in the cathedral
was named Niels Ebbesen Hansen. The baptismal vessel used
had passed from one generation to the next for over 200
years and had the ring of old Danish silver.
The mother, Bodil Midtgaard, died in Niels' early childhood. The father, Andreas Hansen married again, and Niels
acquired not only a distinguished and able stepmother, but
two fine sisters. Andreas was very capable in arts and crafts.
He had trained at the Royal Arts Academy in Copenhagen
for three years and had later taken part in the three years war
of 1848-1850. He did fresco-paintings and altar pieces. Along
with many others, he emigrated in 1872. His family followed
him the year after. Niels then experienced the first seven
years of his childhood in Denmark. He never forgot them
and never lost his Danish tongue. The family lived for a
while in and around New York City. Andreas Hansen
quickly found use for his artistic abilities and has, among
other things completed many decorations in the old Vanderbilt palace and in the Exhibition halls in Philadelphia 1876.
But in 1876 the whole family moved to Des Moines and
there we can see Andreas Hansen's art in the capitol's ceiling
and wall decorations. The dome's ceiling with its blue skies
and its fleecy clouds is his work.
In school, Niels already pursued Nature study and
gathered plants and insects. He wrote small reports for the
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beautiful children's periodical "St. Nicholas" in New York
City. It has been said that his sisters, Helene and Kristine,
were ahead of him in the old East Des Moines High School,
which was, I dare say, because he had many irons in the fire
outside of school. But he managed very well and received
upon graduation from high school a position in the office of
Iowa's secretary of state, Hull. Outside of the home he
studied languages, and at home he practiced his Danish by
copying H. C. Andersen's fairy tales. When he was 17 he
enrolled at Iowa State College in Ames, where even then,
they had a capable and wide-awake faculty, and he soon
moved into high favor with Professor J. L. Budd in Horticulture who in 1882 was one of the first to bring hardy
species of fruit trees from Russia.
In the winter of 1883, Niels, in order to earn his way,
went to Elk Hom as a teacher at the Danish Folkschool
where he lectured in Danish, on natural history and horticulture. Here he gained insights into Grundtvig's vibrant
works and about these he could later say: "His message led me
to sunlit heights." In 1887 he took his final examinations in
Ames and immediately began to work in practical horticultural operations, especially in improving fruit species. But
Professor Budd called him back. Niels received his Master's
degree and became an assistant professor. In 1893, Budd,
provided opportunity for a new expedition to Russia,
planned specifically for his young and able student, Niels.
In those years, the Ames Agricultural College had many
distinguished men on its faculty. Beardshear was the school's
president. James Wilson was Director of the Experiment
Station, later U.S. Secretary of Agriculture, in private, a
large farmer, and then there was Professor L. L. Pammel, a
brilliant teacher in practical botany. In those scholarly surroundings a group of men emerged who opened the door
throughout the land to new ideas. Two of them were the
reflective Niels Ebbesen Hansen and the erect, wise,
visionary George Washington Carver, who in biological
subjects has brought us new and nationally significant discoveries and has become one of the great leaders in the
utilization of Nature's riches. Alone, these two men have
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returned to Iowa and the Republic many times over that
which has been expended by Iowa State College in its entire
existence.
In the meantime, the Hansen family had moved from Des
Moines to Elk Horn where Andreas through many years
worked in his profession and in his spare time completed a
number of paintings. Many will remember the painting of his
storks on a straw-thatched roof. In the Danish-American art
collections in our large schools are a number of his works.
Whether he, in addition, has done some altar pieces, I do not
recall. But I remember him as a friendly man, whose belief in
the common people and his trustworthiness were treasured
by many. At that time, Elk Horn and the surrounding areas
were a mecca for all Danish Americans; it was a friendly
place with important men and women in both spiritual and
practical undertakings and it has without question upheld
these traditions.
In 1894, Niels went on a long voyage of discovery to
Russia. The purpose was to discover useful and hardy plants
and tree species that could endure the winters in our north
and northwestern states.
The young man traveled through Russia and Siberia to
China's border, 700 miles from Semipalantinsk to Omsk on
sled. No one really understood what the Americans wanted.
But he gathered seed of the standing cultivated plants and
paid particular attention to the fact that wild alfalfa grew
over large areas on the steppes. He followed the blue-flowering alfalfa a thousand miles right to Kopal, and then rode on
in snow and sleet, until the road ended. It was a perilous
journey, but the alfalfa seeds were gathered, and much
more; and at last the large masses of seed, plants and trees
were harbored in Washington.
On later trips, Hansen's expeditions joined up with
caravans that came from Siberia and on the way to the Volga
River. It was in areas where one drew breath through wet
sponges in order to obtain moisture in the terrible drought.
The caravans brought packages of grass for the small
Mongolian horses. This grass had come from the most
drought-stricken areas of the world. From trials on this grass
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Montana's plains were renewed during the First World War.
It was the so-called crested wheat grass which sustained its
entry in our outermost Northwest.
Now, after the project has been successfully completed,
the whole world knows about Hansen's work on the development of alfalfa as a forage plant with hardy species. There
was, for example, the blue-flowering alfalfa from Turkestan.
Later, Hansen found the yellow-flowering alfalfa near
Irkutsk, which one could find growing a long ways toward
the north where the temperature could drop to - 91 ° F. In
the mind's eye, to see production of such useful plants, perhaps improved or crossed with less hardy kinds in our
Northwestern states, that was the substance of the undertaking. To foresee what significance this undertaking would
have for our agriculture, our animal industry, and our entire
economy, that is Niels Hansen's achievement.
He undertook journey after journey - 1906, 1908, 1913,
1924, 1930, and 1934. He studied his dear alfalfa in four
parts of the world and continued through the years searching
for plants adapted to our climate, but he never was
completely satisfied. In 1924 he was in Seoul, Korea, which
we lately have heard about.
While David Fairchild worked on plant findings in
tropical lands, Niels Hansen stayed in the North. And from
the North came this lesson which he expressed this way: "We
must seek hardiness in those plants that are naturally hardy."
And then there was the white-flowering alfalfa, Cossack,
which also was made use of.
Had Niels Hansen gone into business with his species and
varieties he could have been a rich man. But he preferred to
be a professor of Horticulture in Brookings, South Dakota.
There was his work, from there came his influence, and it
was also there he, over time, organized a prolonged effort in
improving fruit trees, bushes, and black berries.
In certain places in Siberia where the average annual
rainfall is about 8 inches, tailless sheep thrive. Also these
were tried as a possibility for increasing sheep production in
South Dakota. A flock was brought to Brookings and has
been the object of numerous experiments to see if it were
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possible to produce a breed with more wool and more hardiness than the sheep native to South Dakota, and without the
useless tail.
In addition to the aforementioned expeditions, Hansen
completed several others. In 1918 he traveled into Northern
Canada trying to find original varieties of grapes. We can
also mention pear varieties from Harbin (pears not native to
America) and other places in Asia, which time after time
have been crossed with other varieties. Similarly with plums
and apples. Hansen also produced melons that could grow in
more northerly climates. Also with blackberries, experiments have been run in large numbers, but these and much
else of Niels Hansen's work had better be written up by his
own co-workers.
In 1934, Hansen traveled to Russia for the last time, but
at this time it was at the invitation of Russia's government,
which saw the necessity for improving the organization of its
production. He wrote a book entitled "A Hundred Points,"
which was translated and printed in Russia. He visited their
agricultural institutions and gave advice and guidance. Four
million pounds of seed, especially Cossack, was sent to
Russia, which at that time could not produce much of it.
In 1937, after forty-two years activity as a professor at
Brookings, Niels Hansen withdrew into private life, but not
at all to the rest period that trees and plants enjoy. In the
peace of private life, he grew roses. Many of his varieties can
be seen in the State Rose Garden in Sioux Falls. Here it
would be possible to establish an industry for making rose
oil, but whether that project is under way I dare not say.
And now the grand, groundbreaking life has come to its
end. In its way, his life inwardly was calm and unostentatious. Niels Hansen was not a man who used large words to
describe his work; he was soft-spoken, very modest, but also
a very precise man. He married into the inspiring Pammel
family and was happy in his home and his circle.
In his way, he made the desert bloom. The prairie and the
vast expanse, the plains, were his field of work, and he has
brought prosperity to thousands and thousands. He has first
and last made good something that we know in Danish and
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which goes like this: Of critical importance in science and in
every-day life is not only how problems are solved but also
how we ask the questions. We can ask in many ways. As we
ask we receive answers, because in the question's content lies
the method .
SOURCE: Dannevirke, Wednesday the 13th December 1950. Translated
by Harald R. Jensen.
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A Danish Socialist in Capitalist Chicago
by GEORGE R. NIELSEN
The vast majority of the 200,000 Danes who migrated to
America in the 19th century came as ordinary, anonymous
people looking for work and willing to live within the
American system. Louis Pio, on the other hand, was wellknown in Denmark, especially to the Copenhagen police and
businessmen, and came to America with a mission to reform
society in both Europe and America. In America, however,
Pio never gained the status that he had held in Denmark and
his attempts at social reform were unsuccessful. Yet, in spite
of Pia's lackluster life in the United States, scholars, for good
reason, have been drawn to his activity in the New World.
At the very least, his life provides insights into the process of
assimilation, and even though he was not a typical immigrant, he, like other immigrants, made adjustments and
altered his goals. His life, from the broader perspective, is
also instructive, in that we can learn about the United States
and the way a host society of the late 19th century responded
to a dynamic intellectual with foreign ideas.
Unfortunately, the information that has been collected
on Pia's life in Chicago has been episodic or incidental.
Certain details were recorded, but often without the complete
context. As a result, explanations and interpretations are at
times speculative and imprecise. The purpose of this brief
paper is to present some additional details of Pia's life in the
hope that this information will help in constructing a framework for further analysis of this important Danish figure.
Pio was born on December 14, 1841, to Danish parents
although he inherited a surname that reflects his French
ancestral roots. After graduation from the University of
Copenhagen, he taught school, served in the military, and
worked for the postal service. He became active in the
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socialist movement in 1871 after his association with the
Paris Commune and first attracted public attention with
some articles in the Socialistiske Blade. He was also instrumental in the formation of the Social Democratic Party and
became the editor of its newspaper, Social Democraten. As a
leading socialist, authorities arrested him in 1872 in connection with a strike, and he served a two-year prison term and
was released in 1875. Once free, he returned to political
agitation. In 1877, he accepted a sum of money provided by
some businessmen, and along with some fellow socialists he
emigrated to the United States. 1
Pio left Denmark on April 6, 1877, and after his arrival in
New York, traveled to Hays, Kansas, where he and approximately seventeen associates attempted to establish an agricultural community based on socialist principles. It was a
failure, and within six weeks they abandoned the project.
Pio, accompanied by Augusta Jorgensen and their infant
daughter, Sylvia, traveled to Chicago. From approximately
June, 1877, to the date of his death on June 27, 1894, he made
that city his home. 2
The search for Pio's Chicago activities, therefore, begins
in the summer of 1877. We already know from other sources
that he obtained a position in the offices of Den kristelig
Talsmand, a Danish-Norwegian Methodist newspaper. 3 Although no issues published in the summer of 1877 are extant,
there are copies beginning in January, 1878. Nowhere in the
paper is Pio mentioned, but in the advertisements there
appears a small notice announcing that Augusta Pio was
giving music lessons in voice, piano, and organ for SO cents a
lesson. Quite possibly Pio received the advertisement as a
favor. The address for Mrs. Pio was 179 W. Huron so let us
assume that Pio lived there after his arrival in Chicago and
identify that as his first residence. The Pio family lived at the
Huron address until September, 1878, when the advertisements list 620 Hubbard as the new address. The last advertisement appeared in the April 1, 1879, issue, and that date
could coincide with the end of Pio's association with the
newspaper. Christian Treider, a Methodist leader and owner
of the Methodist bookstore, not Pio, is listed as the editor.
-74-

Either Pio was not truly the editor, or the church leaders
feared that Danish Methodist faithful might question the
religious views of a socialist. 4
The most valuable source of information on Pia's life in
Chicago is the collection of Chicago directories. In the days
before the telephone, these directories made it possible for
people to locate each other. Each year a publisher sent his
employees out on the streets to obtain the names and
occupations of the adults at each address. This information
was then printed in book form and sold. The details in these
books make it possible to trace Pio during his eighteen years
in Chicago and to determine where he lived and what he did
for a living. 5
Chicago Addresses of Louis Pio
1. 1878
179 W. Huron
2. 1878
620 W. Hubbard
3 . 1879
206 N. May
4. 1880
317 Webster
5. 1881
348 Indiana
1882
6. 1883
126 Park
1884
7 . 1885
599 Robey
8. 1886
70 Park
9. 1887
102 Fowler
10. 1888
80 Bryson
11. 1889
222 Evergreen
1890
1891
12. 1892
640N. Hoyne
13. 1893
212 S. Lincoln
1894
The most striking observation is the frequency of address
change. If the first address, given in the Talsmand, is
included, there are thirteen different addresses for eighteen
years. Because the directories were published only one time a
year, the possibility exists that Pio may have moved even
more then thirteen times. The first explanation for Pia's
frequent relocation that readily comes to mind was his desire
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to escape unpaid landlords and debt collectors. His poverty
has been widely acknowledged. The numerous relocations,
however, constitute a phenomenon common in 19th century American cities among people who did not own a
home, but rented. Peter Knights, in his study of Boston,
described this mobility and observed that the lower socioeconomic groups experienced greater instability than did the
upper groups. Knights devised a formula of instability in
which he divided the total residence changes by the total
residence years and concluded that the average for Boston in
1860 was .496. 6 Pio moved even more frequently; his score
was .72. He evidently did not own real estate, and his
residential pattern was typical of the other urban poor.
The frequent change of address among the urban workers
could well be tied to the nature of 19th century cities. Even
though Chicago had public transportation, it was a
pedestrian city and people generally preferred to live as near
to their place of employment as possible. While there is no
precise correlation between Pio's change of residence and his
employment, his frequent switch of occupation may well
account for some of his relocation. His second residence, for
example, was within seven blocks of his job. The likelihood
also exists that other factors, such as noisy neighbors or the
need for larger quarters, also figured into the decisions.
Whatever the motives may have been, no one should conclude that he changed addresses to leave bad debts behind.
He generally found a place to rent in familiar neighborhoods, and the mere presence of his name in the succeeding
directories indicates that he was not hiding.
Pio's migration pattern is also similar to the people of
Boston in that the distance of the moves was not great. Only
three of his twelve residential changes were greater than two
miles in length. Four were approximately one and one-half
miles, and the remainder were less than one mile. Proximity
had its advantages by reducing the physical and economic
costs of moving.
Throughout his many moves, Pio generally selected
places of residence within the Danish community or in
proximity to it. At the time of his arrival in Chicago the
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Map of Chicago (Courtesy of Newberry Library)

Danes already had begun their exit from the area north of the
Loop and concentrated instead near Milwaukee Avenue and
the Union Park area west of the Loop. Pio's first residence
was in the old, initial Danish neighborhood, north of the
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Loop. His third and fifth residences were near Milwaukee
A venue while the second, sixth, eighth, and last were in the
Union Park area. Then, as Chicago expanded, the Danes
formed another concentration between Wicker Park and
Humboldt Park along North Avenue. Pia's residences
numbered 7, 9, 10, 11, and 12 were located in this heavy
concentration. The notable exception was his fourth address
two blocks south of Fullerton. This area was not a Danish
community; in fact the 1880 census identifies Pio's neighbors
as Americans born in Illinois and New York .
Occupations of Louis Pio
Listed in Chicago Directories

1877
1878 Editor of Den kristelig Talsmand
1879 Editor of Minerva
1880 Translator
1881 Professor
1882 Professor
1883 Professor
1884 (no occupation listed)
1885 Civil Engineer
1886 Notary Public
1887 Clerk 14 in Customs House
1888 Clerk 8 in Customs House
1889 Clerk 8 in Customs House
1890 Clerk 7 in Customs House
1891 Editor
1892 Editor
1893 Real Estate
1894 Real Estate
The Chicago directories also provide information on
occupations. The residents informed the directory employees
and so it was recorded. Pio also decided which profession he ·
would report, and all except that of professor are authentic .
In spite of a single occupation he gave, we can assume that
he worked on several newspapers at the same time or
pursued more than one occupation during the same year.
The directory of 1880, for example, lists him as a translator,
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but the census of 1880 identifies him as a bookkeeper. In
1879, the directory lists him as the editor of Minerva while
other sources report him working on Den Nye Tid that same
year. 7
The directory's reference to the customs house employment is especially valuable because it helps clarify a period of
Pia's life that biographers and historians have discussed with
uncertainty. They have speculated about the length of Pia's
employment with the government and also tie his dismissal
or resignation to his refusal to engage in shady party politics.
The specific information of the directory tells the exact years
of his employment and simplify deeper research into the
federal records.
These federal records show that Pio was employed by the
United States government from June 18, 1886, to October
20, 1890, a period in excess of four years. He obtained the
position because of his good performance on a civil service
examination, not because of political connections. He also
enjoyed promotions during his stint; for example, he entered
the service as a clerk on the 14th level and left as a clerk on
the 7th level. While the numbers by themselves are meaningless, they must indicate promotions because his beginning
salary was $1,000 and the salary at the time of his resignation
was $1,200, an increase of 20% in four years. 8
Political harassment could not have been an issue in this
instance because the position he held was a civil service
position and was not subject to changes in the White House.
Neither does the time of employment coincide with
presidential administrations. Pio was appointed during the
administration of Grover Cleveland, a Democrat, and he
continued to serve under Benjamin Harrison, a Republican,
who was elected in 1888. He served for 18 months after
Harrison took office - too lengthy a period if political
loyalty had been a deciding factor. Pio relinquished the
position with the national government through his voluntary
resignation.
More likely the party problems that writers have referred
to occurred in 1885, when Pio was employed as a civil
engineer by the Cook County Commissioners. The March
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15, 1884, issue of Skandinaven expressed its outrage at the
appointment of Pio to the posts of county architect and head
of the county hospital. He was qualified neither as an
architect nor as a doctor. Pio received a patronage position,
and the necessary credential was to play ball with the
system.
The Board of Commissioners made the appointment on
March 17, 1884, by a vote of 12 to 3, two days after the
Skandinaven reported it. The specific job was to supervise construction of the hospital buildings. His compensation
amounted to $5.00 per day, or $120 per month, a relatively
good wage at a time when a carpenter was paid less than
$3.00 per day. On March 16, 1885, the commissioners voted
that Pio's service "be dispensed with ."9
The person who served as Pio's sponsor was a fellow
Dane, William Harlev. Originally from Slesvig, Harlev had
migrated in 1857 at the age of twenty. He became a construction contractor and on January 26, 1885, was awarded, by
the same county commissioners, an $80,000 contract to
construct a new building to house the mentally ill. Another
tie between Pio and Harlev is revealed in the city directories.
Both men lived at 126 Park. Harlev lived there already in
1882 and Pio joined him the next year. Harlev continued to
live at that address after Pio moved on, so in all probability
Harlev was the owner. Harlev became a financial success
and his biography was included in The Book of
Chicagoans. 10
A major topic that attracts analysts of Pio's life is his
change from socialist to capitalist land developer . Although
the information presented by the occupations is too
inadequate to support any ironclad conclusions, a tentative
thesis can be advanced. Instead of an abrupt dramatic change,
Pio, in all likelihood, made several small adjustments.
During the first period, dating from his arrival in
Chicago in 1877 until 1880, Pio worked at jobs that provided
food and shelter for his family, but at the same time he
supported the cause of the working class through editing
socialist newspapers. Socialism and the working classes were
still his priorities and journalism, which had been his vehicle
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for gathering followers in Denmark, continued to be his
instrument in America .
During the second period, from 1880 to 1884, Pio
associated with the Knights of Labor and with the Democratic
Party. His reference to the occupation of professor during
this period is baffling. He certainly was not a professor at an
educational institution, so he probably used that title as a
euphemism for something socially unacceptable such as
labor agitator. Not until 1882 did the Knights abandon their
policy of secrecy. The three years, as well as part of 1884,
when he did not list any occupation, could have been the
time when he worked directly with the Knights of Labor or
with the labor movement in general.
The third phase in his occupations was from March 7,
1884, to October 20, 1890, when he was associated with
governmental agencies. First he worked as an engineer for
Cook County. Then, on April 20, 1886, he posted a $1,000
bond and became a notary public, a self-employed position,
but one that is associated with the legal system. 11 And finally
he worked in the customs house. His departure from the
reform movement may well have taken place in 1884, when
he became a civil engineer. His socialist sympathies were still
evident early in 1884 when he defended Laurence Gronlund's
The Cooperative Commonwealth at Wilken's Cellar, a
popular gathering place for prominent Danish immigrants. 12
But how does one explain the dramatic shift from labor
leader to party hack when Chicago was a hotbed for labor
agitation and the Haymarket violence suppressing labor discontent was two years in the future? An easy explanation
would be to keep him as a socialist until the Haymarket Riot
in May, 1886, and then convert him to capitalism because he
could see the futility of radical solutions. Had he already
changed his views in March, 1884? The Skandinaven
complained about his incompetence as a civil engineer, not
his socialism. Scholars of the Haymarket period also have
not encountered his name. At the very time the Haymarket
incident was brewing, Pio was applying for a position with
the national government.
Although this, too, is speculation, it is possible that Pio
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was influenced by two factors well before the Haymarket
event. One was the decline of the socialist movement in
Chicago and the other was the influence of William Harlev.
The peak of socialist popularity in the polls was achieved in
1879, when Ernst Schmidt, the socialist candidate for mayor,
received 11,829 votes. Although the Democrat and
Republican candidates each received more than 20,000, the
party justifiably could be optimistic. But the Socialist Labor
Party splintered the next year over tactical and ideological
issues and in 1881 the socialist candidate for mayor received
only 240 votes. 13
If socialism could not be achieved through the electoral
process, the more conventional alternative would be to
support one of the two remaining parties and to work within
the trade union movement. Pio evidently chose to support
the Democrat Party and to struggle for social justice through
the Knights of Labor, a trade union. Having taken the first
step away from socialism, Harlev could then have taken Pio
by the hand and helped him take the other step into the
American way of doing things. In his first political job, however, Pio's idealism prevented him from working with the
system that Harlev understood.
A fourth shift in his occupation occurred in 1891, when
Pio returned to editing and publication. Possibly he became
bored with the detail work of the customs house and hoped
to support his family by his old trade. If he did work at
journalism, there is no indication that socialist ideas
influenced his thinking. In 1891 he corresponded with a
publisher in Denmark offering to sell books in America and
to translate Mark Twain's latest book into Danish. 14 Publishing, in this period of his life, was a capitalist enterprise.
His final shift, which he made in 1893 and which contributed to his death, was to selling real estate. His old socialist
comrade and veteran of the Hays, Kansas, commune, Poul
Geleff, made a similar change in 1893, selling real estate in
Pueblo and establishing a Danish colony in Fowler,
Colorado. Pio instead looked toward the South. With the
support of Henry Flagler, owner of the Florida East Coast
Railroad, Pio set as his goal the establishment of a Danish
-82-
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620 W. Hubbard (Austin was changed to Hubbard.) (Courtesy of
the Chicago Historical Society)
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colony, which he called White City. Neither Pio nor Geleff
talked about their colonies being socialist.
Dividing Pio's occupations into five units reveals his
gradual progression. The major philosophical change took
place in 1884, when Pio relinquished the struggle for social
reform and turned instead to the acquisition of wealth and
individual security.
With Pio's changes in residences, occupations, and
philosophies, the question of his financial success arises. Is
there any evidence from Pio's housing that indicates
financial status or that his geographical mobility could be
connected with upward social mobility? One resource available is the Rascher Insurance Maps drawn in 1892. These
maps sketch the buildings, block by block, for the entire city
and provide information such as the type of construction,
the configuration of the building, and its function, so that
insurance companies were aided in assessing rates.
When Pio arrived in Chicago in the fall of 1877 from the
aborted socialist venture in Kansas, he was responsible for
sheltering himself and two dependents on scarce funds. His
first residence, a flat in the old Danish neighborhood, was
two miles from his place of work and was located across the
alley from a wood and coal yard. His second home on West
Hubbard solved the problem of distance in that it was only
seven blocks from his place of employment. But there were
no other advantages. The new residence was a frame building housing a store on the ground level and located in an
industrial area. Across the street stood a wire and iron
works, to the east a lumber shed, to the south a planing mill,
and on the west a street. The wood and coal yard on Huron
Street must have been noisy, but his second home, although
closer to work, must have been worse, hardly the place to
rear a family. Both homes demostrate his poverty.
Probably because of help from his Methodist associates,
Pio found a better residence. His third location was a frame
dwelling next to the Swedish Methodist Episcopal church
and only two blocks from the Norwegian Methodist church
where Den kristlig Talsmand and Minerva were printed. The
neighborhood also was residential and more conducive to
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family living. Here his second child, Herbert, was born.
Pio's fourth location took him out of the Danish community two and one-half miles north. He may have given up
the journalism activity; the directory lists him as a translator
and the 1880 census identifies him as a bookkeeper. His
home was a distinct improvement because it was a two-story
brick duplex with a basement. The census mentions fouryear old Sylvia, but not the infant, Herbert. A twenty-oneyear old Danish girl , classified as a boarder, lived with them.
Either she helped pay the rent, or more likely, was a maid
helping with children . Augusta, for the first time, listed her

317 Webster
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occupation in the directory even though she had been giving
music lessons for years.
The next year, 1881, Pio was back in the Danish community on Indiana Avenue. This location was close to Milwaukee Avenue where Illustreret Ugeblad, which he helped
produce, was published. His home on Indiana Avenue must
have suited him because, for the first time in Chicago, he
stayed at a location for more than one year . The area was
not totally residential as the previous location had been, and
the Pio residence was above a store. Most of the buildings
across the street were dwellings, but those on either side of
his building were also stores. In addition to being near the
I

~~

348 Indiana
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Danish community near Milwaukee A venue, the flat was
large and had sufficient room. It was during these two years
that Pio was listed in the street directory as a professor.
In the next two years, 1883 and 1884, Pio was back in a
residential area composed largely of row houses and flats.
His home, at Harlev's address, however, was a frame
dwelling . This period may have been a financially difficult
time because of a reduced income related to his involvement
with the labor movement. Augusta, in both years, was
teaching music.
In 1885 Pio, enjoying the substantial salary as a civil
engineer, made the first shift to the new and rapidly expanding Danish community near Wicker Park, one and three-

SO Bryson
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222 Evergreen

fourths miles to the north. The building was a two-story
brick dwelling with a basement.
The next year, however, he was back to the previous
community on Park Avenue. The dwelling was a two-story
brick dwelling with a basement on a spacious lot. He had lost
his county position in 1885, and his move may have been an
attempt to economize.
In 1886 he was identified as a Notary Public, and on June
18, he was appointed as clerk of the Customs House. The
clerk position, paying $1,000, must have provided a major
improvement in his income, and he returned to the Wicker
Park area; to a two-story brick building with a basement. The
next year, still employed in the customs house, he moved a
few blocks away to a similar home. Here his third and last
child, James Percival, was born.
In 1889 he moved two blocks away to a brick building
with three flats and remained there for the next two years .
The home seems not to have had the space of the previous
-88-
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640 Hoyne

location, but there must have been some advantage because
this is the only residence he occupied for three years. He
resigned from the customs house on October 20, 1890, and
became an editor.
The next year, 1892, he occupied a spacious two-story
brick home just around the corner from his previous home.
This may well have been the most impressive of all of his
homes. The area west of Wicker Park was new and the
neighborhood was desirable.
His last home was back in the older Danish community.
It was during these two years, 1893 and 1894, that he was
involved in Florida real estate. Augusta, probably in return
for free housing, took on the added responsibility of managing the building in which he and his family lived.
Wealth and living conditions are indeed relative, but
none of Pio's homes were slum homes. The homes Pio
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occupied, especially after he became a civil engineer, were
generally in the new parts of Chicago where water, sewer,
and gas light connections were in place. The streets were
paved with blocks of cedar. Without doubt, Pio could not
afford to purchase a home, but he provided adequate living
quarters for his family. Even more impressive was the
gradual upgrading of the quality of the homes in which he
lived. The insurance maps do not provide sufficient information for anyone to conclude that there was a consistent
annual improvement in the residences, but a comparison of
the early residences with his later ones reveals that Pio did
improve his quality of life.
Financial success also evaded Pio in his real estate
venture. In 1893, at Chicago's Columbian Exposition, Pio
manned the pavilion for Flagler's Florida East Coast
Railway . As Flagler pushed the railroad toward Key West,
he opened the area for settlement, and Pio conceived an idea
for yet another project. He would found a Danish colony
near Ft. Pierce, named White City in honor of the
Columbian Exposition. The first building was erected in February, 1894, and Pio purchased 240 acres of land on March
17, 1894, for $1,180. 15 Shortly thereafter, however,
exhausted from work and travel, Pio returned to Chicago,
suffering from either pneumonia or typhoid fever. Unable to
rest and regain his strength in his own home because of
maddening sounds of the music lessons given by his wife,
Pio sought peace in the home of a friend. There he died at the
age of 52 on June 17, 1894.
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Sylvia Pio, A Danish-American Livewire
by KRISTIAN HVIDT
Edited and Translated by J. R. Christianson
This is the story of an unusual Danish-American woman,
Sylvia Pio, who was born 1876 in Copenhagen, grew up in
Chicago, and died 1932 in Hellerup, a suburb of her native
city. 1
Her childhood in Chicago had a complicated background. Sylvia was the daughter of a famous figure in
Danish political history, Louis Pio, who founded the Danish
Socialist Party in Copenhagen in 1871. After serving in the
army during the Schleswig-Holstein war of 1864, he had
entered the Copenhagen postal service, where he is said to
have constructed the first red Danish mailbox of the type still
in use.
Pio was deeply moved by the bloody defeat of the Paris
Commune in 1871 and began to read the literature of international socialism . This led him to resign from the postal
service . For a time , he lived a double life as genial tutor by
day in the home of a wealthy widow, and revolutionary
author by night.
Before the year 1871 was out, Pio had started a socialist
newspaper and began organizing the workers for battle. The
Copenhagen officials stepped in when they began to hold
protest meetings. Pio served a long term in prison. He came
out a broken man, physically and psychologically, and he
had a hard time trying to reorganize the party. He had run
up a large debt in publishing Socialisten ("The Socialist"),
and his family affairs were a mess.
When a new political storm loomed on the horizon in
1877, the authorities wanted to eliminate the possibility of
trouble from the socialists, who were the most extreme
element in Denmark. Therefore, police officials in Copenhagen bribed Louis Pio and one of his comrades to leave the
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country. In exchange for ten thousand crowns, they were
asked to go to America and stay there. Pio was in such a
sorry state that he agreed. The shock in Denmark over his
departure was overwhelming. The Socialist Party more or
less collapsed.
One summer day in 1877, Pio turned up in Chicago and
attached himself to the large group of fallen angels who met
regularly at Wilkens tavern on Lassalle Street and talked
about their former glory in Denmark. Pio lived in Chicago
with his Danish wife, Augusta J0rgensen, until his death in
1894. What he did in these seventeen Chicago years has not
previously been very well known to historians, but a letter in
the manuscript collections of the Danish Royal Library,
published here for the first time, throws a good deal of light
on that period of Pio's life .
The letter was written by Pio's daughter, Sylvia, born the
year before the family arrived in Chicago, a sweet and
comely woman who had an exciting life and did a great deal
to rehabilitate her father's reputation. The family's means
were limited, but Sylvia received a good education in the
piano, probably so she could help her mother, who ran a
school of music. Around the turn of the century, when
Sylvia was in her twenties, she met a Danish visitor to
Chicago. His name was Eggert Knuth, and he took her to
Denmark, where they were married in 1903. This was no
ordinary man. He was a count and heir to one of Denmark's
largest landed estates, Knuthenborg, on the island of Lolland.
So the daughter of the pioneer of socialism was now a
countess and mistress of a palatial manor house .
For ten years, she lived at Knuthenborg. She gave birth
to two children, Frederik and Eva. In 1912, she was divorced
from the count and began a long legal process to gain
custody of her children. In the years to come, Sylvia sought
out many leading Danish politicians and legal authorities in
her battle to acquire custody, and she moved in very
influential circles after settling in Copenhagen. She had a
cultivated manner, great beauty and charm, and men found
her tremendously attractive. In 1917, she remarried with the
most idolized actor of the day, Johannes Poulsen, with
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whom she lived a lavish, extremely sociable life for three
years.
Through all these years of riches and splendor, however,
Sylvia never forgot her past. She still felt like a socialist and
remained the faithful daughter of the founder of Danish
socialism, intent upon restoring her father's good name,
which had been damaged by his suspicious flight from Denmark. The Danish socialist party had wiped his name from
its annals. It was difficult to forgive the sudden and unworthy manner in which he had vanished from Denmark
and abandoned the infant party organization on the point of
total dissolution.
But Sylvia got to know the new leader of the party, Thorvald Stauning, and he was so captivated by her, and by her
convincing agrumentation, that he set out to rehabilitate her
father. 2 In June of 1921, Augusta Pio came to Denmark from
Chicago with the ashes of her husband. In the presence
of thousands, the ashes were reburied in the Social
Democratic Party's special burial ground in the West
Cemetery (Vestre Kirkegard), Copenhagen. Stauning gave
an effusive speech on the occasion. From then on, Louis Pio
occupied an honorable position in history as the founder of
the Danish Social Democratic Party.
Stauning would have been most pleased to marry the
daughter of the party's founder, but Sylvia had found a new
cause. The Danish Social Democratic Party was too pale for
her. Sylvia looked for the blood-red socialism for which her
father had fought, and she found it in Soviet Russia. She
became a fervent fan of the Bolshevik Revolution. In the
newly established Soviet state, she actually believed that the
socialist heaven on earth would be realized. She said as much
to the Soviet commisar for foreign trade, Maksim Litvinov,
when he came to Copenhagen in 1921 to conclude a trade
agreement. 3 When no hotel would accept Litvinov, Sylvia
opened her home to the controversial Russian.
Sylvia had a burning desire to travel to Moscow and join
the struggle for Communism. The Soviet Union was in a
state of violent internal crisis, and entry was denied to all but
the inner circle of the Communist leadership. But Litvinov
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could work miracles. Sylvia Pio became one of the very few
Danes to receive a visa, originally as a reporter for the newspaper, Politiken. Later, she wanted to organize Soviet
production of handmade craft items that could be exported
to the West in order to help ease the country's catastrophic
economy.
In December, 1922, Sylvia left her children and traveled
to Moscow. A series of long letters to friends and a couple of
articles in Politiken expressed her enthusiasm for what she
saw. She was head over heels in love with the Russians and
Communism, and she believed it would only be a matter of a
few years until all economic problems were solved and
socialist equality would make Russia into the ideal state for
the whole world.
But in the long run, Sylvia, the spoiled former countess,
could not really feel at home in Moscow, especially when her
ideas for cottage industry proved impossible in the chaotic
conditions of the day. In April, 1923, she left Moscow and
settled in Geneva, Switzerland, to provide for her childrens'
education. Her son, Count Frederik Knuth, took over
Knuthenborg estate in 1925 and ran it until after the Second
World War.
Sylvia moved back to Copenhagen and for a time was
very much involved in establishing women's circles within
the Social Democratic Party. Her mother died in America in
1924 and was buried alongside Louis Pio in the West Cemetery. Sylvia had two younger brothers: one became a
wealthy lawyer in Chicago and the other, an engineer.
Sylvia's daughter, Eva Knuth, in 1929 married a lawyer,
Captain Juan Sedillo, and lived in New Mexico.
Throughout her life, Sylvia worked to preserve her
father's memory. In 1911, when she was thirty-five and still
living at Knuthenborg, Sylvia received a letter from the
journalist and historian, Fernando Linderberg, asking for information about Louis Pio's years in America. In reply, she
wrote the following vivid account, which gives a good
picture of her father, Louis Pio, and also of the writer herself. From her mother, Sylvia Pio inherited good looks and
charm, and from her father, intelligence, imagination, a
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restless spirit, and the ability to be carried away by and fight
for a cause - at least for awhile .
KNUTHENBORG,
BANHOLM.
Mr. Fernando Linder berg
Copenhagen.
In thanking you for your letter of April 8, I must ask you
to excuse me for not replying earlier. I have been ill and have
been away, and I have had so much to do after an unbearably
long period of illness that I must admit I forgot it. But not
from lack of interest: nothing could give me the joy your
letter gave; I am so terribly devoted to my wise, handsome
father, and I am so sorry that he, who was so completely
unselfish and good, is misunderstood.
But I can imagine that for one who did not know him to
be able to understand him requires a freedom of character
which some do not possess. Meanwhile, this is not a reply to
your inquiry, but won't you say more precisely what you
want me to tell you?
His adventurous attempt to start a colony in Kansas, on
which he used the money he received when he left Denmark,
stranded partly because he was like a little child in money
matters and had reckoned with too small a contribution
from each of the "members," and partly because although
the men probably understood what it all was supposed to
mean, the wives did not and "raised a storm when they did
not get lump sugar in their coffee" and quarreled with each
other. 4 People from Copenhagen are not suited to be settlers
in the American West. There is a man popularly called
"Black Hansen," who followed my father through thick and
thin here in Denmark and also over there for a time. 5 He can
tell many amusing things about those times.
For many years thereafter, we lived on the pittance my
father earned as a journalist, and what my capable and
energetic mother earned by giving music lessons. But we
were very poor. I remember one time when we had only one
dollar in the house and did not know where more would
come from when the bell rang and my father went out to
speak with the person who had rung. He was a poor Dane
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who asked for money, and my father gave him half of what
he had, for to his dying day he was devoted to poor, miserable people. My mother did not give music lessons in those
years because she then had two sons and had been very sick,
and my father had gotten a position in the customs service.
That lasted for some years, but when the Republicans came
in, they wanted the position for one of their own.
Some bad years followed. But poverty did not plague my
father in the same way that it does so many others. He was
completely indifferent about food and drink, clothing, and
everything we others think are necessities. He was only sorry
that his plans to help the scorned and oppressed part of
humanity had to be given up, and that he sometimes had to
say no to those who asked for the help that he so very much
wanted to give. After much searching, my mother finally
found something to do: she got a branch of a large music
conservatory, where she was to teach and in addition rent a
large house so that there could be other teachers in music,
violin, and song.
That lasted for some years, and around the same time
(during the Chicago World's Fair), my father became aware
of Florida and got the agency for Flagler' s real estate down
there, which includes nearly the whole east coast. His fond
old dream of a Danish colony now returned, though
necessarily in another form because, of course, Henry Flagler
was not a socialist. 6 My father traveled down there and
became completely enthusiastic about the country. He was
thinking of all the people who sat and froze and starved in
miserable conditions in the big, black cities up north, and he
imagined them transported to this enchanting summerland
where the river was full of fish, the forest with game birds,
and where oranges, bananas, pineapples grew outside one's
door and the land was unbelievably abundant. He traveled
up and down the river, investigating the situation
thoroughly.
Flagler and his people were thrilled with this genuinely
enthusiastic man who could be used to sell all of their land
for them, and eventually a little town, White City, was laid
out. It was exceptionally well advertised, not in the
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customary land agent fashion but rather as a result of the
energy and enthusiasm and joy with which my father threw
himself into the effort. Now he intended to make up for all
the many years of bitter disappointment. In his mind's eye,
he could already see lovely, flourishing cities built by and for
poor people, and he could see their pitiful, pallid children
running around, happy and healthy, with clear eyes and
round, sunburned cheeks. Oh, how I thank the Lord that He
gave him these happy years after he had patiently lived for
so many years among uncultivated people greedy for
money, like most Americans, but without for a single
moment abandoning his ideals.
When I recall those years, I can understand that he
suffered a great deal because he had to live over there. He
was exceptionally talented, could read and write thirteen
languages, and was well informed on every issue. One could
ask him anything in heaven and earth and he knew the
answer. He loved music and art and literature, he loved oldfashioned customs and chatty old people. For people like
him, who, in addition, are neither interested in earning money
nor have any talent for it, America is not the right place. But
I know that he felt he had done his work here in Denmark,
that he was the pathfinder and that others could do the rest
better than he. Now I realize, however, how much he missed
Jutland and its lovely west coast, and good old Copenhagen.
They have always been wonderful places for me because of
what I heard him tell about them. For the same reason, every
Danish worker has had a special warm place in my heart,
both then and now.
Meanwhile, everything looked good for us. My mother
was in good health, her school was going rather well, and the
colony seemed to be thriving. But the long trips around
Florida were not good for my father, and on one trip deep
into the Everglades, the big swamp in Florida which at that
time no white man had been all the way into, he came down
with typhoid fever.
He came to Chicago, sick, and stayed with an old relative
after he had first lain at home for a week. There was music
and song from morning to night, and of course we had no
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right to stop this intolerable noise which plagued him. When
he had been there for some days, we saw what we had not
understood at first: that he really was very sick. An
ambulance was sent for. This was in a workingmen' s
quarter, and when he was carried down to the ambulance, a
crowd of children and adults gathered to look at him. They
experienced so little that for them to see a man carried out to
an ambulance was tremendously interesting. When my
mother wanted to ask them to go away, he took hold of her
with his poor, tired hand and said, "No, let them stay. Poor
people, it makes no difference to me, and they have so few
entertainments." He died soon after, suddenly, unexpectedly, and without pain.
I have two brothers. One is about to take his bar examination to become a lawyer in Chicago, and the other passed
his examination to become an engineer in Germany a few
weeks ago. Another reason I have had to postpone writing
this letter is because I have been busy helping him prepare to
go out to his first position. They are both, thank God, capable
and talented and good, and the older one is the very image of
my father, which as you can understand gives me great joy.
Unfortunately, I cannot say that I am a master of this
Danish language, and I have not been able to explain to you,
as well as I should like to, how my father got on over there.
But I would be more than willing to answer any question
about that, and I would be most pleased to hear from you if I
can ever be of assistance. I know you already through your
books, most recently through the introduction to Dit rige
komme ('Thy Kingdom Come"), and I must say that your
words were as if they came from my own heart. 7 The party
my father helped to found is not really what he had hoped it
would become, and I believe you think, as I do, that to be a
socialist is not to be a Social Democrat in the modern Danish
style, but rather to try to follow the teachings of Christ. It
puzzles me a little that the party has become so completely
one-sided; we would all like to be involved, but as it is,
many must remain standing alone.
If you wish to have more accurate information about
anything, I could write to my mother. Her address is Mrs.
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Book Reviews
The Rescue of the Danish Jews:
Moral Courage under Stress
edited by Leo Goldberger, New York University Press ,
New York and London, 1987
Reviewed by GERALD RASMUSSEN
We enthusiastically recommend a new book about the
rescue of the Danish Jews during the Second World War. In
fact, that is the name of the book: Rescue of the Danish Jews:
Moral Courage under Stress. It was edited by Leo Goldberger and published by the New York University Press in
1987.
Several books have been written about this event, but
they are not well known. These include monographs, first
hand accounts and at least one historical novel.
This book is quite unique and has its own special significance. It consists of a collection of thirteen essays by twelve
contributors and its purpose is to present some thoughtful
reflections on the subject of the Danish rescue and especially
to explore the answer to the question: Why, when representatives of governments and religions all over the world
remained silent, did the Danes risk their lives to rescue their
Jewish fellow citizens from the Nazi attempt to round them
up and send them to the death camps?
Rescue of the Danish Jews is more than just an unusual
book . It was published as a result of an unusual set of circumstances.
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Firstly, it arises from the fact that in Denmark the citizens
rose in protest against the German action; then shielded and
rescued their fellow Jewish citizens and helped them get to
safety in Sweden.
Secondly, after the war an international group of Jews
founded an organization, Tribute to the Danes, in order to
recognize and commemorate that heroic and successful effort
and to perpetuate knowledge of the event.
In 1983 Tribute to the Danes, in cooperation with the
American Jewish Committee, sponsored a conference
entitled Moral Choice under Stress. This conference was held
in New York as part of a continuing effort to keep the story
of the rescue alive and also to explore for answers to the
question: Why did Danes involve themselves in the fate of
the Jewish Danes? Some of the papers presented at the conference, which commemorated the 40th anniversary of the
event, are included in this book. The editor added additional
essays to round out the discussion and give a more complete
picture of the rescue.
The thirteen essays are organized into three sub-headings
and an epilogue. The first three are called Introduction and
Historical Background. The next five appear under the
heading, Personal Narratives. Essays nine through twelve
appear under the title, Moral Courage under Stress. It is
these essays which try, successfully, I think, to explain why
the Danes, as a people, almost alone among the Europeans,
believed that the Danish Jews were entitled to exactly the
same civil rights and protection as all other Danes.
Of special interest in this regard is the essay entitled
"Grundtvigs Influence" written by the American Lutheran
theologian, Jaroslav Pelican, Sterling Professor of History at
Yale University. In this essay the author advances the view
that Grundtvig was the "fountain of a Christian Humanism
... whose moral fruit we can find in the events of October,
1943." After establishing Grundtvig's significant influence on
the Danish Lutheran church, Dr. Pelican goes on to claim
that because of Grundtvig's influence there was something in
the national character of the Danes which almost required
them to protect the Jewish Danes as they would have
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protected Lutheran Danes or non-church going Danes.
Pelican makes a convincing argument. He reviews
Grundtvig's theology relating to the monotheistic God, the
Creator. He explores the importance of community to
Grundtvig. And he discusses the oft quoted famous phrase
"human first and the Christian." All of which worked
toward the blend of nationalism, humanism and Lutheranism which Pelican believes help explain why the Danes acted
as they did.
The epilogue was written by the editor, Leo Goldberger,
who lived in Copenhagen during the war. His father was the
cantor of the synagogue there . It is both summary and conclusion. After reading and re-reading his essay one must conclude that there was indeed something special about rescue
of the Danish Jews and that the reasons for it are both ascertainable and understandable.
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Transatlantic Connections: Nordic
Migration to the New World after 1800
by Hans Norman and Harald Runblom, Oslo,
Non.vegian University Press, 1988
Reviewed by GEORGE NIELSEN
Transatlantic Encounters is actually two books in one.
The first half of the study, written by Hans Norman,
describes the conditions in Europe, while the second part,
written by Harald Runblom, describes the immigrants in
America. Instead of limiting the topic to Scandinavians
(Danes, Norwegians, and Swedes), Norman and Runblom
identify their subjects as Nordic, in order to include the Finns
and Icelanders. Relying heavily on earlier research, and
following the usual stages of migration history, the authors
have produced a survey of the migration from these five
countries to the United States.
Instead of beginning with the motives for migration, the
opening pages contain a summary of the impressive research
Nordic scholars have made of migrations within northern
Europe. Citizens of 17th and 18th century Europe were a
foot-loose lot, and leaving home was not a new or isolated
phenomenon. Seasonal migration in search of employment,
migration to cities, and migrations to other European
countries were familiar aspects of life. For the Nordics,
America became the destination of choice in the 19th
century.
Denmark, of all the Nordic countries, experienced the
lowest proportional loss of its population during the period
from 1851 to 1910. Only four out of every thousand
migrated annually from Denmark, compared to six out of
every thousand for Finland, seven per thousand for Sweden,
nine per thousand for Iceland, and ten per thousand for
Norway. Compared to Nordic countries, Denmark was
more urbanized and industrialized and could more readily
absorb the surplus people from the countryside. The cities,
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at the same time, provided a market for agricultural goods,
just as Danish farmers were changing from grain production
to the more labor intensive animal products. Danes also
lacked the cohesiveness of the other Nordics. They migrated
more readily to countries other than the United States, and
those who came to America distributed themselves more
widely.
The first half of the book, on Europe, is more successful
in synthesizing the available literature than the second half.
Quite possibly the Nordic setting contained more common
elements than the American. Another factor may have been
the decision to devote equal parts of the book to each
continent, even though materials from American settlements
were more extensive and the adjustments of the migrants
more varied.
In both halves, the authors generally identified a topic
and then examined that aspect for each of the five nationalities. Too often in the American half, they introduced the
topic but then gave disproportionate space to one country.
For example, the Swedes received the focus in the section on
churches, the Norwegians in the section of organizations,
and the Finns in the chapter on labor unions.
The book is carefully organized, although excessive use
of the passive voice handicaps the style. The primary contribution of the book is its breadth in viewing as a unit the
migration of kindred people. It does not replace the monographs on each of the Nordic groups, nor is that the intention, but it does provide a perspective that gives meaning to
the previous studies.
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Call For Papers
Marcus Lee Hansen Immigration Conference. The University
of Copenhagen (Denmark), Institute for Economic History,
announces a conference on immigration in August, 1992,
recognizing the centennial of Hansen's birth.
Themes will be "The Old World and the New World,"
"Scandinavian Interaction Abroad," and "Danes in North
America."
Proposals for sessions, papers, and presentations are
welcome.
Contact: J. R. Christianson, History Department, Luther
College, Decorah, IA 52101 (telephone 319-387-1154), or
Erik Helmer Pedersen, Institute for Economic History, University of Copenhagen, Njalsgade 104, DK-2300 Copenhagen S. (telephone 31-54 22 11).
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Goals and Objectives of the

Danish American Heritage Society:
To promote an interest in Danish American contributions to
American life.
To encourage research in the life and culture of Danish Americans.
To serve as an agency for the publication of studies of Danish
American contributions to American life.
To provide a means of communication and education for
individuals interested in the activities of Danish Americans.
To encourage the
records pertaining
lending support to
Danish Immigrant
Museum.

evaluation, preservation and display of the
to the life and culture of Danish Americans,
the Danish Immigrant Archives, including the
Archival Listing, and the Danish Immigrant

To support the related activities of other Danish American
associations and organizations.
To encourage and assist with conferences, meetings and endeavors
to stimulate interest in Danish culture, heritage and language.

